Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 




. • • • 



451440 



(Y].acUv. i«i a J^ 



r ' 



X, V C- O- T^ 



/-11—/PSI 



/ 



11 



I ■ 
i 



i 

t 



SERIES OF PLAYS 



IH WHICH 



IT 18 ATTEMPTED TO DELINEATE 



THE 



STRONGER PASSIONS OF THE MIND. 



BT 

JOANNA BAILLIE. 



yOL. IIL 



LONDOI^r 

raiNTCO FOR LONGMAN, HURST, REES, OtLUW, AND l&QWN, 

fAT£RNOSTER-ROW, 



l8l2. 




Strahan and Preftmi^ 
Fruitets-Street, London. 



C iii 3 



TO THE READER. 



AFTER an interval of nine years, I offer to 
the Public a third volume of the " Series 
of Plays;'* hoping that it will be received,, as 
the preceding volumes have been, with fome 
degree of favour and indulgence. Thisj I con- 
fefs, is making very flow progrefs in my pro- 
mifed undertaking; and I could offer fome 
reafonable excufe for ^n apparent relaxation of 
indullry, were I not afraid it might feem to 
infer a greater degree of expeftation or defire, 
on the part of my readers, to receive the re- 
mainder of the work, than I am at all entitled 
to fuppofe. 

With the exception of a fmall piece, in two 
afts, at the end of the book, this volume is 
entirely occupied with different reprefentations 
of one paflion ; and a pailion, too, which has 
been fuppofed to be lefa adapted to dramatic 
purpofes than any other — Fear. It has been 
thought that, in Tragedy at leaft, the princi-? 
pal chara6ler could not poffibly be adtuated by 
this paflion, without becoming fo far degraded 
as to be incapable of engaging the fympathy and 
|ntereil of the fpeclator or reader. I (im, hoMT* 
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IV TO TIIE READER. 

ever, inclined to think, that even Fear, as it iS 
under certain circumftances and to a certain 
degree a univerfal paifion (for our very admira- 
tion of Courage refls upon this idea), is capable 
of being made in the tragic drama, as it often 
is in real life, very interefting, and confe- 
quently not abject. 

The lirfl. ol' thel'e plays is a Ti-agedy of five 
a^s, the principal character of which is a 
'woman, under the dominion of SuperAitious 
Fear j and that particular fpecies of it, (the 
fearofghofts, or the returning dead,) which is 
fo univerfal and inherent in our nature, that it 
can never be eradicated from the mind, let the 
progrefs of reafon or philofophy be what it may. 
A brave and wife man of the 19th century, 
were he lodged for the night in a lone apartment 
where murder has been committed, would not 
fo eafily believe, as a brave and wile man of the 
14th century, that the reftlefs fpirit from its 
grave might ftalk round his bed and open his 
curtains in the ftillnefs of midnight : but fhould 
circumftances arife to imprefs him with fuch a 
belief, he would feel the emotions of Fear as 
intenfeiy, though firmly perfuaded that fuch 
beings have no power to injure him. Nay, I 
am perfuaded that, could we fuppofe any perfon 
with a mind fo conftituted as to hold intercourfe 
with fuch beings entirely devoid of Fear, we 
fliould turn from him with repugnance as fome- 
thing unnatural — as an inftance of mental 
monllrofity. If I am right then in believing 



TO TmS READER. V 

this impreffion of the mind to be fo univerlalt 
J fliall not be afraid of having fo f^r infringed 
on the dignity of my heroine, as to make h& 
an improper obje6l to excite dramatic interdl^ 
Thofe, I believe, who poflefs flrong imagina« 
tion, quick fancy, and keen feeling, are moft 
eafily afre6led by this fpecies of Fear: I have^ 
therefore, made Orra a lively, cheerful, buoy* 
p,nt charafter, when not immediately under its 
influence ; and even extradlirig from her fuper^ 
ftitious propenfity a kind of wild enjoyment^ 
which tempts her to nourifh and cultivate the 
^nemy that deftroys her, The cataflrophe is 
fuch as Fear, I underfland, does more com^ 
monly produce than any other pafHon. I harf 
endeavoured to trace the inferior chara^ers 6f 
the piece with fome degree of variety, fb as to 
fland relieved from the principal %ure ; but as 
X-am not aw^re that any particular objection is 
likely to be ms^de to etny of them, they Ihall be 
left entirely to the mercy of my reader. 

But if it has been at a^ necefTary tq offer any 
apology for exhibiting Fear as the aSfcuating 
principle of the heroine of the firfl play, what 
mufl I fay in defence of a much bolder ftep in 
the one that follows it ? in which I have made 
Fear, and the fear of Death too, the actuating^ 
principle of a hero pf Tragedy. I can only fay^ 
that I believed it might be done, without fub* 
initting him to any degradation that would nffeGb 
the fVmpathy and jnterefl I intended to excite^ 
I mufl cQnf^fs, however, that, being unwilling 
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VI TO THE HEADER. 

to appropriate tliis paflion in a ibrious fonn to 
my own fex entirely, when tlie liibjeiSts of ail 
the other palHoiis, iiithcrto delineated in this 
feries, are men, I have attempted what did 
indeed appear at firit liglu almoil imprafticable. 
This e^ril de corps mud alio ]>lead my exciilc 
for loading the pafiion in quellion with an ad- 
ditional play. The i'ear of Death is here exhi- 
bited in a brave charafter, placed under fuch 
new and appalling circnnillances as might, I 
fuppofed, overcome the moil courageous ; and 
as fooa as he finds hinfelf in a lituation like thofe 
in which he has been acciiftomed to be bold, 
viz. with amis in his hand and an enemy to 
encounter, he is made immediately to refunie 
all his wonted fpirit. Even aiter he believes 
himfelf to be fate, he returns again to attack,, in 
behalf of his companion, who befeeches him to 
fly, and who Is not expofed to any perfonal 
danger, a force fo greatly fuperior to his own 
as to leave himl'elf fcarcely a chance for redemp- 
tion. 

That great aftive courage in oppofing danger, 
and great repugnance from paflive endurance 
and unknown change which are independent 
of our exertions, are pcrfe£lly confident, is a 
point, I believe, very well aCcertained. Sokliers, 
who have diftinguiflied themfelves honourably 
in the field, have died pufiUanimoufly on the 
fcaffold ; while men brought up in peaceful 
habits, who, without fome very ftrong excite- 
ment, would have marched with trepidation to 



TO tH£ REitDER^ Vli 

battle, have died under the hands of the execur 
tidiier with tliagnanimous compofure. And, I 
believe, it has been found by experience, that 
women have always behaved with as much refi>- 
httion and calmnefs in that tremendous fitiiation 
as men ; although I do not believe that women, 
in regard to uncertain danger, even making 
allowance for their inferior ftr^ngth and unfa^ 
vourable habits of life, ard fo brive as mdii. I 
haVe therefore fuppofcid that, though a6tive atid 
paffive courage are often united^ they frequently 
exift feparately, find independently of each 
other. Nor ought we to be greatly Ibrprifed 
at this when we confider, that a man, aftively 
brave, when fo circumftanced that no exertion 
of llrength or boldnefs is of any avail, finds 
himfelf in a new fituation, contrary to all former 
experience j and is therefore taken at greater 
difadvantage than men of a different chara£ben 
He, who has lefs of that Qjirit which naturally 
oppofeis an enemy, and dill hopes to overcome 
while the flighteft probability remains of fuccefs^ 
has often before, in imagination at lead, been 
in a fimilar predicament, and is confequently 
better prepared for it. But it is not want of 
fortitude to bear bodily fufferings, or even deli* 
berately infli6led death, under the circumilances 
commonly attending it, that the chara6ler of 
Ofterloo exhibits. It is the horror he conceives 
on being fuddenly awakened to the imagination 
of the awful retributions of another world, from 
having the firm belief of them forced at once 
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VIH TP THE READE]EU 

upon his mind by extraordinary circumftances^ 
lyhicli fo miferably quejls an otherwife undaunted 
fpirit. I only contepd for the confiftency of 
b^avp men (hrinking from paffive fuflferings and 
unknown change, to fhew, that fb far from 
tran%refling, I have, in this cbara&er, kept 
much within the bounds which our experience 
of human nature would have allowed me. If I 
Bfa tedioufly anxious to vindicate myfelf oi^ 
this fubjeS:, let my reader confider, that I am 
i^rged to it from the experience I have had of 
the great relu6lance with which people generally 
receive chara6ters which ax^ not drawn agreea-^ 
Illy to the received rules of dramatic dignity, 
^nd common-place heroifm. 

It may be objected that the fear of Death i&. 
in him fo clofely connected with Superliitious 
Fear, th^t t)ie pLd^ure traced in this play bears 
too ife^r a refemblance to that which is fhewn ia 
the foregoing. But tlie fears of Orra have nothing 
to do with apprehenfion of perfonal danger, and 
ipring fo^ielyfrom a natural horror of fupernatu- 
ral intercourfe : while thofe of Ofterloo arife, as 
I have already noticed, from a ilrong fenfe o^ 
guilt, fuddenly roufed Mrithin him by extraordi- 
nary circumllances ; and the pro(pe6t of being 
plunged, almoft immediately by death, into an 
unknown ftate of puniftiment and horror. Not 
knowing by what natural means his guilt could 
be brought to light, in a manner fo extraordinary,^ 
a mipd the leatt fuperftitious, in thofe days,^ 
perhaps I may pven fay in thefe, would have. 



Tp THE READEItt IK 

eonfidered it to be fupernatiiral ; and the drea4* 
ful confequencesi, fo immediately linked to it|^ 
^re furely fuf&ciently ilrong to unhinge thf 
firmefl mind, having no time allowed to prepare 
itfelf for the tremendous change. If there 19 
any perfon, who, under fuch circumft^nces, 
<CQuld have remaiped unappalled, he does nof^ 
belong to that clafs of men, who, comfnandinjf 
the fleets and armies' of their grateful and ad*^ 
miring country, dare ^very thing hy flood an4 
by field that is dangerous and terrific for her 
fake ; but to one far different, whpm baridi 
prinking, opium, or impiety have fUnk into q^ 
ilate of unmanly and b^utifli ftupidity. It wi0 
probably be fuppofed that I have carried th^ 
confequences of* his paifion top far in thp eat^ 
trophe to be eonfidered as natural ; but the onjjp 
circumfl:ance in the piece that is not eptirfdy 
invention, is the cataftrophe. The idea of it 
I received from a ft:ory told to me by my mothefj^ 
many years ago, of a man condemned to th* 
block, who died in the fame manner ^ and finc6 
the play has been written, I have had the fatift 
fadtion of finding it coqfirmed by a circumilancil 
very fimilar, related in Mifs Flumtre's intereftf 
ing account of the atrocities committed in Lionll 
1^ the revolutionary tribunals*. 

The ftory of the piece is imaginary, thougl^ 
one of its principal circumilances, by a coinci>« 
dence fbmewhat whimfical, I found after it wat 

* Piumtre'8 Refi^ence in France, voLi. p« 339* 
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t T6 the READEft. 

written to agree with real hiftory. In looking 
over Planta*s Hiftory of Switzerland, I found 
that a violeiit peftilence, about the time when I 
have fuppofed it to happen, did actually carry 
off great inultitudes of people in that country*. 
Had it been a red ftoty, handed doWn by trstdi* 
tion, the circumftances of which were believed 
to be miraculous, I fliould have allowed it to 
remain fo ; but not thinking myfelf entitled to 
affume lb much, I have attempted to trace a 
Natural connexion from affociation of ideas, by 
whifch one thing produces another, or is inli* 
tiuated to have done fo from beginning to end< 
The only circumftance that cannot be accounted 
for on this principle, is the falling of the lot to 
the guilty hand j and this muft be conceded to 
me as a providential diredlion, or happy coinci* 
dence^ 

* A plague raged in Switzerland in i 349. It was preceded 
by terrible earthquakes i about a third part of the inhabitants 
were deflroyed. 

i'he monaftery of St. Maurice, where the flory of the play is 
feppofed to have happened, is fituated in a narrow pafs between 
lofty precipices, where the Rhone gufties from the Valais. The 
founder was Segifmond, King of Burgundy. It was richly 
endowed ; the monks at one period leading very luxurious lives, 
hunting and keeping hounds, &c. It was dedicated to St. Mau- 
rice and his companions, the holy martyrs of the Theban 
Legion. 

Many of the abbots and priors in Switzerland were, in tholt 
^ys, feudal lords of the empire, and maintained troops of their 
own* Even fome of the abbefTes, prefiding over convents of 
nunS| were poflefledof the fame power and privilege* 



to THE R£AD£lt. :d 

Contrary to our eftabUflied laws of Tragedy^ 
this Play conlifts only of three a6ls, and is writ«» 
ten in profc. I have made it ihort, becaufe I 
was unwilling to mix any lighter matter with a 
fubje6t fo foiemn ; and in extending it to the 
ufual length without doing fo, it would havel>een 
in danger of becoming monotonous and harrafl 
fing. I have written it in profe, that the 
expreilions of the agitated perfon might be plain 
though llrong, and kept as clofely as poflible to 
the fimplicity of nature. Such a fubje6l would^ 
I believe, have been weakened, not enriched^ 
by poetical embellifhment. Whether I am right 
or wrong in this opinion, I aiTure my Reader it 
has not been indolence that has tempted me to 
depart from common rules. 

A Comedy on Fear, the chief charafter being 
a man, is not liable to the obje£tions I have 
fuppofed might be made to a Tragedy under the 
fame circumilances. But a very great degreer 
of conllitutional cowardice would have been a 
pi6ture too humiliating to aiford any amufe-« 
ment, or even to engage the attention for any 
confiderable time. The hero of my third Play, 
therefore, is reprefented as timid indeed, and 
endeavouring to conceal it by a boaftful affecta- 
tion of gallantry and courage ; but at the fame 
time, worked upon by artful contrivances to 
believe himfelf in fuch a fituation as would have 
miferably overcome many a one, who, on ordinaiy 
occafions pf danger, would have behaved with 
decorumr Cowardice in him has been culti^ 



sit TO THE READER. 

vated by indulgence of every kind ; and felf- 
conceit and felfiflinefk are the leading traits of 
his charafter, which might liave been originally 
trained toufeful and honourable aftivity. Fear, 
in a mixed character of this kind, is, I appre- 
hend, a very good fubjefil for Comedy, and in 
abler hands would certainly have proved itfelf 
to be fo. 

The lafl; Flay in the volume is a drama of 
two a6ls, the fubje6l of which is Hope, This 
paffion, when it a£ls permanently, lofes the cha- 
raiSer of a paflion, and when it aSs violently 
is like Anger, Joy, or Grief, too tranfient to be, 
come the fubjeft of a piece of any length. It 
feeraed to me, in fa€l, neither fit for Tragedy 
nor Comedy ; and like Anger, Joy, or Grief, I 
once thought to have left it out of my Series 
altogether. However, what it wanted in 
ftrength it feemed to have in grace ; and being 
of a noble, kindly and engaging nature, it drew 
me to itfelf ; and I refolved to do every thing 
for it that I could, in fpite of the objeftions 
which had at firfl deterred me. The piece ia 
very fiiort, and can neither be called Tragedy 
nor Comedy. It may indeed appear, for a 
paflion fo much allied to all our cheerful and 
exhilarating thoughts, to approach too nearly to 
the former ; but Hope, when its objedl is of 
great importance, mufl fo often contend with 
defpondency, that it rides like a vcfl'el on the 
(lormy ocean, rifing on the billow's ridge t^uk 



TO THE RiSADER. Slli 

for a moment. Cheerfulneft, the chara6ler ot 
common Hope, is, in ftrong Hope, like glimpfes 
of fun-fliine in a cloudy Iky. 

As this paffion, though more pleafing, is not 

fo powerfully interefting as thofe that are mor^ 

turbulenty and was therefore in danger of be-t^ 

coming languid and tirefome, if long dwelt upoit 

without interruption ; and at the fame time of 

being funk into ihade or entirely overpowered^ 

if relieved from it by varielg^ of ftrong marked 

characters in the inferior perfons of the drama, 

I have introduced into the fcenes feveral fongs* 

So many indeed, that I have ventured to call it 

a Mufical Drama. I have, however, avoided 

one fault fo common, I might fay univerfal, in 

fuch pieces, viz. making people iBng in fitua- 

tions in which it is not natural for them to d6 

fo : and creating a neceffity for either having 

the firft charafters performed by thofe^ who cart 

both a6l and fing, (perfons very difficult to find,) 

or permitting them to be made entirely infipid 

and abfurd. For this purpofe, the fongs are all 

fung by thofe who have little ot nothing to aft, 

and introduced when nothiiig very interefting 14 

going on. They are alfo fuppofed not to be 

ipontaneous expreffions of fentiment in thd 

finger, but (as fongs in ordinary life ufually 

are) compofitions of other people, which havcf 

been often fuhg before, and are only generally 

applicable to the prefpnt occafion. 

The ftory is imaginary, but I have eildeaU 
voured to make it, as far as my information 
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Xiv TO THE READER. 

enabled me, to corr^fpond with the circum- 
ftances of the time and place in which it is 
fuppofed to have happened. 

Having faid all that appears to me neceflary 
iji regard to the contents of the volume, I 
ihould now leave my reader to perufe it without 
iurther hindrance ; but as this will probably 
be the lad volume of Plays I fliall ever publiih, 
I muft beg to detain him a few moments longer. 
"Pot I am inclined to think, he may have fome 
curiofity to know what is the extent of my plan 
in a talk I have fo far fulfilled ; and I (hall fatisfy 
it moft pheerfully. It is my intention, if I live 
long enough, to add to this work the paflions of 
jlemorfe, Jealoufy, and Revenge. Joy, Grief, 
and Anger, as I have already faid, are generally 
of. too tranfient a nature, and are too frequently 
the attendants of all our other paflions to be 
made the fubjefts of an entire play. And 
though this objedtion cannot be urged in regard 
to Pride and Envy, two powerful paflions which 
I have not ypt named ; Pride would make, I 
Ihould think, a dull ftibjeA, unlefs it were 
merely taken as the ground-work of more tur- 
bulent paflions ; and Envy, being that fl:ate of 
mind, which, of fill others, meets with |ea(l fymr 
pathy, could only be endured in Comedy or 
Farce, and would become altogether difgufting 
in Tragedy. I have befides, in fome degree, in- 
troduced this latter paflion into the work already, 
by making it a companion or rather a component 
part (rf ^atre^, Of fdl our paffioRs, R^iporlQ 



TO THE READER. XV 

and Jcaloufy appear to me to be the beft fitted 
for reprefentatiou. If' this be the cafe, it is 
fortunate for me that I have referved them for 
the end of my tafk j and tliat they have not been 
already publiflied, read, and very naturally laid 
afide as unfit for the flage, becaufe they have 
not been produced upon it. 

My reader may likewife wifh to know why, 
having fo many years ago promifed to go on 
publilhing this work, I Hiould now intend to 
leave it off, though J flill mean to continue 
writing till it fhall be corapleated ; and this 
funpofed wifli, I think myfelf bound to 
gratify. — Tlie Series of Plays was originally 
publiflied in the hope that fome of the pieces it 
contains, although firft giveii to the Public from 
the prcfs, might in time make their way to the 
flage, and there be received and iupported with 
fome degree of public favour. But the prefent 
fituation of dramatic iiflairs is greatly agaiull 
every hope of this kind; and fliouldthey ever be- 
come more favourable, I have now good reafon 
to believe, that the circumflance of thefe plays 
having been already pubhfiied, would operate 
ftrongly againfl their 'being received upon the 
flage. I am therefore llrongly of opinion that 
I ought to referve the remainder of the wprk in 
manufcript, if I would not run the rilk of en- 
tirely fruflrating ray original defign. pid I 
believe that their having been already publiflied 
would not aflerwaj xls obilruct their way to the 
|lage, the untowardnefs of prefent circumfl:aiices 
5 
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XVl TO THE ItEADEH. 

fliould not prevent me from continuing to 
^ublifh. 

Having thus given an account of my views 
and intentions regarding this work, I hope that, 
ihould no moie of it be publiflied in my htetirae, 
it will not be fuppofed I have abandoned or 
become weary of my occupation ; which is in 
truth as interefting and pleaCng to me now as it 
Was at the beginning. 

But when I fay, prefent circumftances are 
Unfavourable for the reception of thefe Plays 
upon the ftage, let it not be fuppofed that I 
mean to throw any reflefilion upon the prevail- 
ing tafte for dramatic amufements. Tlie Public 
have now to chufe between what we fliall fup- 
pofe are well-written and well-adled Plays, the 
words erf" which are not heard, or heard but im- 
perfefilly by two thirds of the audience, while 
the finer and rtiore pleafing traits of the ailing 
are by a ftill greater proportion loll altogether, 
and fplendid pantomime, or pieces wliofe chief 
obje^ is to produce ftriking fcenic effeft, which 
can be feen and comprehended by the whole. 
So fituated, it would argue, methinks, a very 
pedantic love indeed, for what is called legiti- 
mate Drama, were we to prefer the former. A 
love for a(Slive, varied movement in the objefts 
before us ; for ftriking contrafts of light and 
fiiadow ; fof fplendid decorations and magmfi- 
cent fcenery, is as inherent in us as the intereft 
we take in the reprefentation of the natural 
pa0ions and cbara^era of men : and the moft 
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cultivated minds may reliih fuch exhibition)^ if 
they do not, when both are fairly offered to 
their choice, prefer them. Did our ears and 
our eyes permit us to hear and fee diftinfilly ija 
a Theatre fo large as to admit of chariots and 
horfemen, and all the ^^ pomp and circumftance 
of war,*' I fee no realbn why we ihould reje6l 
them. They would give variety, and an appear- 
ance of truUi to the fcenes of heroic Tragedy, 
that would very much heighten its effect. We 
ought not^ then, to find fault with the tafte of the 
Public for preferring an inferior fpecies of 
entertainment, good of its kind, to a fuperior 
one, faintly and imperfe6tly given. 

It has been urged, as a proof of this fuppofed 
bad tafle in the Public, by one whofe judgment . 
on thefe Aibjefits is and ought to be high autho* 
rity, that a play, pofleffing confiderable merit, 
was produced, fome years ago on Drury-Lane 
ftage, and notwithftanding the great fupport it ^ 
received from excellent adling and magnificent 
decoration, entirely failed. It is very true that, 
in (pite of all this, it failed, during the eight 
nights it continued to be a£ted, to produce 
houfes fufiiciently good to induce the Managers 
to revive it afterwards. But it ought to be 
acknowledged, that that piece had defedts in it 
as an acting Play, which ferved to counterba«- 
lance thofe advantages ; and likewife that, if 
any fuppofed merit in the writing ought to have 
redeemed thofe defeats, in a theatre, fo large 
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and lb ill calculated to convey found as the one 
in which it was performed, it was impoflible this 
could be felt or comprehended by even a third 
part of the audience. 

The fize of our theatres, then, is what I chiefly 
allude to, when I fay, prefent circumflances are 
unfavourable tor the production of thefe Plays. 
While they continue to be of this fize, it is a 
vain thing to complain either of want of tafte in 
the Public, or want of inclination in Managers 
to bring forward new pieces of merit, taking it. 
for granted that there are fuch to produce. 
Nothing can be tridy reUfhed by the mod culti- 
vated audience that is not diftindlly Jieard and 
feen, and Managers muft produce what will be 
reliihed. Shakefpeare*s Plays, and fome of our 
other old Plays, indeed, attract full houfes, 
though they are often repeated, becaufe, being 
famihar to the audience, they can ftill under- 
ftand and follow thera pretty clofely, though 
but imperfectly heard ; and furely this is no 
bad Cgn of our pubUc tafte. And befides this 
advantage, when a piece is familiar to the au- 
dience, the expreflion of the aClors' faces is 
much better underftood, though feen imper- 
fe&ly ; ior the (Irouger marked traits of feeling 
which even in a large theatre may reach the 
eyes of a great part of the audience, from 'the 
recollettion of finer and more delicate iudica- 
tions, formerly feeu fo delightfully mingled with 
them in the fame countenances during the fame 
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pkffages of the Play, will, by affociatioti, Hill 
convey them to the mind*s eye, though it is the 
mind's eye only which they have reached. 

And this thought leads me to another defe6l 
in large theatres, that ought to be confidered. 

Our great ti'agic a^lrefs, Mrs. Siddons, whole 
matchlefs powers of expreffion have lb long been 
the pride of our (lage, and the moll admired 
adtors of the prefent time, have been brought 
up in their youth in fmall theatres, where they 
were encouraged to enter thoroughly into the 
chara6lers they reprefented ; and to exprefs in 
their faces that variety of fine fleeting emotion 
which nature, in moments of agitation, aflumes, 
and the imitation of which we are taught by 
nature to delight in. But fucceeding a6lors 
will only confider expreffion of countenance as 
addrefled to an audience removed from them to 
a greater diftance ; and will only attempt fuch 
ftrong expreffion as can be perceived and have 
effe& at a diftance* It may ealily be imagined 
what exaggerated expreffion will then get into 
wfe J and I Ihould think, even this ftrong expref* 
lion will not only be exaggerated but falfe. For, 
as we are enabled to alTume the outward figns of 
paffion, not by mimicking what we have beheld 
in others, but by internally alfuming, in fome 
degree, the paffion itfelf ; a mere outline of it 
cannot, I apprehend, be given as an outline of 
figure frequently is, where all that is delineated 
is^^ true though the whole b. not filled up. Nay, 
)>elid'es having it exaggerated and falfe, it will 



XX TO THE READER. 

perpetually be thruft in where it ought not to 
be. For real occafions of ftrong expreffion not 
occurring often enough, and weaker being of no 
avail, to avoid an apparent barrennefs of coun- 
tenance, they will be tempted to introduce it 
where it is not wanted, and thereby deftroy its 
effefil where it is. — I fay nothing of expreffion 
of voice, to which the above obfervations ob- 
vioufly apply. This will become equally, if not 
in a greater degree, falfe and exaggerated, in 
a£lors trained from their youth in a^ large 
theatre. 

But the department of adling that will fuffer 
moft under thefe circumftances, is that which 
particularly regards the gradually unfolding of 
the paffions, and has, perhaps, hitherto been, 
lefs underftood than any other part of the art-— • 
I mean Soliloquy. What a6tor in his fenfes will 
then think of giving to the folitary mufing of a 
perturbed mind that muttered, imperfect arti- 
culation which grows by degrees into words ; 
that heavy, fuppreffed voice as of one fpeaking 
through fleep ; that rapid burft of founds which 
often fucceeds the flow languid tones of diftrefi; 
thofe fudden, untuned exclamations which, as if 
frightened at their own difcord, are ftruck again 
into filence as fudden and abrupt, with all the 
correlponding variety of countenanqe that be« 
longs to it ; — what a6tor, fo fituated, will at- 
tempt to exhibit all this ? No j he will be 
fatidSed, after taking a turn or two acrols the 
front of the ftage, to place himfelf dire6lly in 
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the middle of it ; and thiere, ipreading out his 
hands as if he were addrefling fome perfon 
whom it behoved him to treat with great cere-* 
mony, to tell to himfelf, in an audible uniform 
voice, all the fecret thoughts of his own heart. 
When he has done this, he will think, and he 
will think rightly, that he has done enough. 

The only valuable part of a6ting that will 
then remain to us, will be expreffion of geflure, 
grace and dignity, fuppofing that thefe sUfo 
fliall not become affedled by being too much 
attended to and lludied. 

It may be urged againfl fuch apprehenfions 
that, though the theatres of the metropolis 
fliould be large, they will be fupplied with 
a£lors, who have been trained to the flage in 
fmall country-theatres. An adtor of ambition 
(and all a3:ors of genius are fuch) will pra6tife 
with little heart in the country what he knows 
will be of no ufe to him on a London flage ; 
not to mention that the flyle of adting in Lon- 
don will naturally be the faihionable and pre- 
vailing ftyle elfewhere, A6ling will become a 
lefs refpediable profeffion than it has continued 
to be from the days of Garrick ; and the few 
adlors, who add to the natural advantages re- 
quifite to it, the accomplifhments of a fcholar 
and a gentleman, will foon be wed away by the 
hand of time, leaving nothing of the fame 
Q)ecies behind them to fpring from a neglected 
ftnd faplefs root. 
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All I have faid on this fubjeiSt, may Ilill ia a 
greater degree be applied to afilreires ; for the 
features and voice of a woman, being naturally 
more delicate than thofe of a man, fhe muft 
fiifFer in proportion from tlie defeats of a large 
theatre. 

The great difadvantage of fuch over-fized 
buildings to natural and genuine acting, is, I 
believe, very obvious ; but they have other 
defeats which are not fo readily noticed, be- 
caufe they, in fome degree, rim counter to the 
common opinion of tlieir great fuperiority in 
every thing that regards general effect. The 
diminutive appearance of individual figures, 
and the flraggling poverty of grouping, wliich 
unavoidably takes place when a very wide and 
lofty (lage is not filled by a great number of 
people, is very injunous to general effefil. 
This is particularly felt in Comedy, and all 
plays on domeftic fubje(5ls} and in thofe fcenes 
alfo of the grand drama, wiiere two or three 
perfons only are produced at a time. To give 
figures who move upon it proper effeft, there 
muft be depth as well as width of ftage ; and 
the one muft bear fome proportion to the other, 
if we would not make every clofer or more con* 
fined fcene appear like a fe^lion of 3 long 
paffage, in which the adlors move beibre us, 
apparently in one line, like the figures of a 
magiclanthorn. 

It appears to me, that when a ftage is of fuch 
a Ijze tliat as many perfons as generally come 
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into adlioD at one time in our grandeft and beft- 
peopled plays, can be produced on the front ci 
it in groups, without crowding together more 
than they would naturally do any where elfe 
for the convenience of fpeaking to one another, 
all is gained in point of general effe^ that can 
well be gained. When modem gentlemen and • 
ladies talk to one another in a fpacious Ikloon^ 
or when ancient warriors and dames converfed 
together in an old baronial hall, they do not, 
and did not ftand further apart than when con- 
veriing in a room of common dimenfions ; 
neither ought they to do fo on the ilage. All 
width of llage, beyond what is convenient for 
fuch natural grouping, is loll ; and worfe than 
loft, for it is injurious. It is continually pre- 
fenting us with fomething fimilar to that which 
always offends us in a pi6lure, where the canvas 
is too large for the fubjedl ; or in a face, where 
the features are too fmall for the bald margin 
of cheeks and forehead that lurrounds them. 
• Even in the fcenes of profeffed Ihew and 
fpe6lacle, where nothing elfe is confidered, it 
appears to me that a very Urge ftage is in fome 
degree injurious to general effeft. Even when 
a battle is reprefented in our theatres, the great 
v/idth of the fl^age is a difadvantage ; for as it 
never can nor ought to be reprefented but par- 
tially, and the part which is feen fhould be 
crowded and confufed, opening a large front 
betrays your want of numbers ; or (hould you 
^ rich enough in this refpe6t to fill it fufficientlyy 

. ^ 4 
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impofes upon you a difficulty feldom furmounted, 
viz. putting the whole mafs fufficiently in afilion 
to fuftain the deception *. When a moderate 
number of combatanta, fo as to make one con- 
nedled groupe, are fighting on the front of a 
moderately wide ftage, which they fufficiently 
occupy, it is an eafy thing, through the confu- 
fion of their brandifhed weapons and waving 
banners, to give the appearance of a deep active 
battle beyond them, feen, as it were, through a 
narrow pafs ; and beholding all the tumult of 
battle in the fmall view opened before us, our 
imagination fupplies what is hid. If we open a 
wider view, we give the imagination lefs to do, 
and fupply what it would have done lefs per- 
fe£lly. In narrowing our battle, likewife, we 
could more eafily throw fmoke or an appearance 
of duft over the back ground, and procure for 
our fancy an unlimited Ipace. 

• The objcftions above do not apply to fcenes where fiegei 
are reprefented j for tien the more diminiflied the aflors appear, 
the greater is the importance and magnitude given to the walls 
or caftle which they attack, while the towers and buttreffes, Stc. 
fufficiently occupy the width and hcighth of tlie ftage, and 
conceal the want of numbers and general activity in the com- 
batants. And the managers of our prefent large theatre 
have, in my opinion, ihewn great judgment :n introdocing into 
their mixed pieces of late fo many good fcenes of this kind, 
that have, to my fancy at leaft, afforded a grand and animating 
fhew. Nor do they fairly apply to thofe combats or battles 
into which horfes are introduced ; for a moderate number of 
thofe noble animals may be made to occupy and animate, in 
one connefted groupe, the front of the widefl ftage that we 
are in danger of having, and [o conceal the want of a numeroiu 
hod and tumultuous battle behind them. 
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In proceffions, alfo, the moil pleafing effeft 
to our imaginations is, when the marjQialled 
figures are feen in long perlpeftive which 
requires only depth of ftage ; and the only ad- 
vantage a wide ftage has on fuch dccafions is 
containing the aflembled mafs of figures, when 
the moving line ftops and gathers itfelf together 
on the front. The rich confufion of fuch a 
crowd is indeed very brilliant and pleafing for 
a fhort time, but it is dearly purchafed at the 
price of many facrifices. 

On thofe occafions too, when many people 
are aflembled on the front of the ftage to give 
fplendour and importance to fome particular 
fcene, or to the conclufion of a piece, the 
general effe6t is often injured by great width of 
ftage* For the crowd is fuppofed to be attra£ted 
to the fpot by fomething which engages their 
attention ; and, as they muft not furround this 
obje6l of attention, (which would be their na- 
tural arrangement,) left they fhould conceal it 
from the audience, they are obliged to fpread 
themfelves out in a long ftraight line on each 
fide of it : now the fhorter thofe lines or wings 
are, fpreading out from the centre figures^ the 
lefs do they offend againft natural arrangement, 
and the lefs artificial and formal does the whole 
fcene appear. 

In fhort, I fcarcely know of any advantage 
which a large ftage pofTefTes over one of a mo- 
derate fize without great abatements, even in 
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regaid to general effect, unlefs it be when it is 
empty, and fcenery alone engages our attention, 
pr when figures appear at a tlillance on the 
back ground only. Something in confinnatiou 
of what I have been faying, has, perhaps, beea 
felt by mod people on entering a grand cathe- 
dral, where, figures moving in the long aides 
at a dillance, add grandeur to the building by 
dieirdiminilhed appearance; but in approaching 
near enough to become tliemfelves diftinft ob- 
jects of attention, look ftunted and mean, with- 
out ferving to enlarge by compariibn its general , 
dimenCons. 

There is alfo, I apprehend, greater difficulty, 
in a very wide and lofty ftage, to produce variety 
of light and Ihadow; and this often occafions 
the more folemn fcenes of Tragedy to be repre- 
fented in a full, ftai-ing, uniform light that ought 
to be dimly fcen in twilight uncertainty ; or to 
have the objects on them thewn by partial 
gleams only, while the deepened thade around 
gives a fombre iudillindlnefs to the other parts 
of the ftage, particularly favourable to (itlemn 
or terrific impreflions. And it would be more 
difficult, I imagine, to throw down light upon 
the objcdls on fuch a ftage, which I have never 
indeed feen attempted in any theatre, though 
it might. furely be done in one of moderate di- 
menfions with admirable cffetl. In fliort, a 
grejit variety of pleafing effedts from light and 
Iliadow might be more cafily produced on a 
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fmaller ftage, that would give change and even 
intereft to pieces otherwife monotonous and 
heavy ; and would often he very ufefui in re- 
lieving the exhaufted ftrength of the chief aftora, 
while want . of ikill in the inferior could be 
craftily concealed*. On this part of the fubje£t, 
however, I fpeak with great diffidence, not 
knowing to what perfection machinery for the 
.management of light inay be brought in a large 
theatre. But at the lame time, I am certain 
that, by a judicious ufe of light and fcenery, 
an artificial magnitude may be given to a flage 
of a moderate fize, that would, to the eye, 
as far as diftance in perQ)e6live is concerned, 
have an effe6t almoft equal to any thing that 
can be produced on a larger flage: for that 
apparent magnitude ariiing from fucceffion of 
objects, depends upon the depth of the flage, 
much more than its width and loftinefs, which 
are often detrimental to it ; and a fmall or mo- 
derate fized theatre may have, without injury 
to proportion, a very deep flage. 

It would be, I believe, impertinent to purfue 
this fubje6l any farther ; and I beg pardon for 
having obtruded it fo far whe,re it may not 
appear naturally to be called for. I plead in 
my excufe an almofl irrefiflible defire to exprefs 
my thoughts, in fome degree, upon what has 
occupied them confiderably 5 and a flrong per- 
fuafion that I ought not;^ how unimportant foever 
they may be, entirely to conceal them. 

* See Note at tiiQ end. 
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I muft* now beg leave to return my thanks 
to the Public for that indulgent favour which 
for fo many years has honoured and cheered 
my labour ; and whether more or lefs liberally 
dealt to me, has at all times been fuificient to 
prevent me from laying down my pen in defpair. 
Favour, which has gratified me the more fenfi- 
bly, becaufe I have fhared it with cotemporary 
writers of the higheft poetic genius, whofe claims 
to fuch diftinfilion are fo powerful. 



TO TH£ READER. XXIX 

NOTE. 

That ftrong light caft up from lamps on the front of tlie 
ftage which has long been in ufe in all our theatres, is cer- 
tainly very unfavourable to the appearance and expreffion of 
individual adors, and alfo to the general effed of their grouped 
figures. When a painter wiihes to give intelligence and expref- 
fion to a face, he does not make his lights hit upon the under 
part of his chin, the ngflrils, and the under curve of the eye- 
brows, turning of courfe all the (hadows upwards. He does 
the very reverie of all this ; that the eye may look hollow and 
dark under the fliade of its brow ; that the fhadow of the nofe 
may ihorten the upper lip, and give a greater character of fenfe 
to the mouth ; and that any fuluefs of the under chin may be 
the better concealed* . From this difpofition of the light in our 
theatres, whenever an a£lor, whofe features are not particularly 
(harp and pointed, comes near the front of the ftage, and turns 
his f&ce fully to the audience, every feature immediately becomes 
fliortened and fnub, and lefs capable of any expreflion, unlefs it 
be of the ludicrous kind. This at lead will be the effed pro- 
duced to thofe who are feated under or on the fame level with 
the ftage, making now a confiderable proportion of an audience | 
while to thofe who fit above it, the lights and (hadows, at 
▼ariance with the natural bent of the features, will make the 
whole face appear confufed, and (compared to what it would 
have been with light thrown upon it from another diredion) 
unintelligible. — - As to the general e£fed of grouped figures i 
clofe groupes or crowds, ranged on the front of the ftage, 
when the light is thrown up upon them, have a harfh flaring 
appearance ; for the foremoft figures catch tlie light, and are too 
much diftinguiflied from thofe behind, from whom it is inters 
cepted. But when the light is thrown down upon the objeds, 
this cannot be the cafe : for then it will glance along the heads 
pf the whole crowd, even to the very bottoqi of the ftage, 
prefenting a varied harmonious mafs of figures to the eye, deep, 
mellow and brilliant. 

It may, perhaps, be objeded to thefe laft obfenrations, that tlie 

moft popidar of our ni^^t fcenes in nature, and thofe which 

' tore been moft frequently imitated by the paiaterj are groupes of 



figures with ftrong light thrown up upon them, fuch aa gypiiet 
or banditti round a fire, or villagers in a fmith's forge, &c« 
But the ftriking and pleafing efFeS of fuch fcenes is owing to 
the deep darkn^fs which furrounds them ; while the afcendin^ 
fihoke, tinged with flame-colour in the one <5afe, and the rafterd 
or higher parts of the wall catching^ a partial gleam in the other, 
donnedl the brilliant Colouring of the figures with the deep dark- 
nefs behind them, which would elfe appear hard and abrupt, and 
thus at the fame time produce ftrong contraft with harmonious 
gradatK)n. I need fcarcely mention, for it is almoft too obtioas, 
that the effedl of the light fo thrown on the faces of thofe figures 
abundantly confirm my firft obfervations, regarding the features 
and expreflion of individuals faces. Yet I do not mean to fay that 
light thrown up from the front of a ftage, where light is alfo 
admitted from many other quarters, can have fo ftrong an effeft 
upon the countenances as in fuch fituations* 

Groupes of gypfies, &c. are commonly compofed but of one 
circle of figures ; for did they amount to any thing like a 
deepened groupe or crowd, the figures behind would be almoft 
entirely loft. But thofe grand night-fcenes containing many 
figures which we admire in nature or in painting, — proceflions 
by torch-light or in an illuminated ftreet, — crowds gathered to 
behold a conflagration, &c. always have the light thrown down 
upon them. — It may be urged indeed that the greater part of 
our ftage-fcenes are meant to reprefent day and not night, fo that 
the obfervations above are but partially applicable. It is very 
true that ftage-fcenes generally are fuppofed to be feen by day- 
light ; but day-light comes from heaven, not from the earth ; 
even within-^doors our whitened ceilings are made to throw 
down reflected light upon us, while our pavements and carpets 
are of a darker colour. 

In what way this great defedl of all our theatres could be 
re^ified, I am not at all competent to fay. Yet, I fliould fup- 
pofe, that by bringing forward the roof of the ftage as far as its 
boards or floor, and placing a row of lamps with refle6lors along 
the infide of the wooden front-piece, fuch a light as is wanted 
might be procured. The green curtain in this cafe behoved not 
to be let down, as it now is, from the front-piece, but fome feet 
withioit^ and great care taken that nothing (hould be placed 
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near the lamps capable of catching fire. If this were done, no 
boxes, I fuppofe, could be inade upon the flage ; but the removal 
of flage-boxes would in itfelf be a great advantage. The front- 
piece at the top ; the boundary of the ftage from the orcheftra 
at the bottom ; and the pilafters on each fide, would then repre- 
fent the frame of a great moving pi dure, entirely feparated and 
di(Un£l from the reft of the theatre : whereas, at prefent, an 
unnatural mixture of audience and adlors, of houfe and ftagre 
takes place near the front of the ftage, which deftroys the gene* 
ral effect in a very great degree. 



O R R A: 



A TRAGEDY, 



IN FIVE ACTS' 
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PERSONS OF THE DRAMA. 

MEN. 

HuGHOBERT, Coutit o/* AldenbcFg. 

Glottenbal, his Son. 

Theobald of Falkenstein, a Nobleman (^ 

reduced Fortune^ and Go-burgher ofBq/le. 
Rudigere, a Knight^ and Commander of one of 

the Free Companies returned from the Wars^ 

and Bajlard of a Branch of the Family of 

Aldenberg, 
Hartman, friend of Theobald, and Banneret of 

Bajle. 
Urston, a Confejfor. 
Franko, Chief ^^ Band of Outlaws. 
Maurice, an Agent o/'Rudigere's. 

Soldiers, V^^s« Outlaws &c^ 

WOMEN. 

Orra, Heirefs qf another Branch of the Famihf 

ofAldenberg, and Ward to Hughobert. 

Eleanor A, Wife to Hughobert. 

Cathrina. 
Alice, 



' > Ladies attending on Orra* 



Scene, Switzerland^ in the Canton ofBaJky and 
afterwards in tJie Borders of the Black Foreft 
in Suabia. 

Time, towards the end of the 14th Century, 
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ACT I. 

Scene L — An open space before the Watts of 
a, Ca/iley with wild Mountains beyond it; enter 
(irLOTTJJNBAL, crmedosjrom the Lf/ls^ but bare* 
headed and in Di/brder^ and his Arms Jbiled 
with Earth or Sandy which an Attendant is now 
and then hryjhxng off^ whil/i another follows 
bearing his Helmet ; with him enters Maurice^ 
followed by Rujdjgere^, who is alfo armedy and 
keeps by hint/ey] pacing to and fro at the bottom 
qfthe StdgCy ibhil/i the others come forward. 

Glot'i:£NBai« (Jpeaking as he enters^ loud and 

boq^ingly) 

AYfiy let him triumph in his paltry honours^ 
Won by mere trick and accident. Good 
faithj 
1% \rere % i9tiame ±o call it Arength or ikiU* 
Were it not, Rudigere ? 

(Calling to Rudigere, who arifwers not.) 
Maur. His brow is dark, his tongue is lock'd, 
my Iidrd J 
Wk^^ae ccHoe '1K> wmrds from him ; he bears it not 
So manfully as thou doll, noble GkttenbaL 
Ght. Fy on't! I minditnot* 
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Maur. And wherefore Ihould'ft thou ? This 

fame Theobald, 
Count and co-burgher — mixture mod unfeemly 
Of bafe and noble, — know we not right well 
What powers affift him ? Mark'd you not, my 

Lord, 
How he did turn him to the witehy north. 
When firft he mounted ; making his fierce fteed. 
That paw'd and rear'd and {hook its harneflPd 

neck 

i 

In generous pride, bend meekly to the earth 
Its mained creft, like one who made obeifance? 

Glot. Ha ! did'ft thou really feeit ? 

Maur. Yes, brave Glottenbal, 

I did right truly ; and befides myfelf, 
Many obferv'd it. 

Glot. ..r Then His manifell 

How all this>f^.%ath been. Who e'er before 
Saw one with mch advantage of the field, 
Lofe it fo ihamefully ? By my good fay ! 
Barring foul play and other dev'lifh turns, 
I'd keep my courfer's back with any Lord, 
.Qr Knight, or Squire that e'er beftrode a fleed. 
Think'ft thou not, honefl: Maurice, that I could? 

Maur. Who doubts it, good my Lord ? This 
Falkenftein 
Is but a clown to you. 

Glot. Well let hun boafl:. 
Boafting I fcorn ; but I will fhortly flieW him 
What thefe good arms, with no foul play againft 
them. 

Can honeftly atchieve. 

14 
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Mawr. Yes, good my Lord ; but chufe you 
well your day : 
A moonleis Friday luck did jn ever bring 
To honed combatant. 

Ght Ha ! blefling on thee ! I ne*er thought 
of this : 
Now it is clear how our mifchance befeU. 
Be fure thou tell to every one thou meet'ft, 
Friday and a dark moon fuit Theobald. 
Ho ! Rudigere ! hear'ft thou not this ? 

BMd. {as he goes off^ qjide to Maurice) 
.Flatter the fool a while and let me go, 
I cannot join thee now. [E^IT. 

GloU {looking after Rudigere) • 
Js he fo crefl-fallen ? 

Maur. He lacks your noble ipirit. 

Glot. Fy upon't ! 

I heed it not. Yet, by my fword and ipurs ! 
*Twas a foul turn, that for my rival earn'd 
A branch of vi6lory from Orra's hand. 

Mawr. Aye, foul indeed! My blood boil'd 
high to fee it. 
Look where he proudly comes. 

JEnfer Theobald arvCd^ with Attendants^ having 
a green Jprigjluck in his helmets 

Glot. (jgoing up to Theobald) 
Comeft thou to face me fo ? Audacious Burgher! 
The Lady Orra's favour fuits thee not, 
Tho' for a time thou hail upon me gained 
A feeming 'vantage. 

Tfie. A feeming Vantage! — Then it is not true. 

That thou, unhors'dt layd'ft rolling in the duit^ 

^3 
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ASkmgiat quarter ?— Let me crave thy pardon ! 
Some ftrange delufion hung upon our fight 
That we believed it fo. 

Gbt. Off with thy taunts ! 

And pull that Q)rig from its audacious perch : 
The favour of a Dame too high for thee. 

Tkeo. Too high indeed ; and had^ft thou alfo 
added^ 
Too good, too fair, I had aflented to it. 
Yet, be it known unto your courteous worth. 
That were this fprig a Queen's gift, or received 
From the brown hand of fome poor mountain 

maid ; 
Yea, or beftowM upon my rambling head. 
As in the hairy fides of brouzing kid 
The wild rofe fi;icks a fpray, unprized, unbidden, 
I would not give it thee. 

Glot, Doft thou fo face me out ? Then I 
will have it. (Snatching at it with rage.') 

^nter Habtman • 

Hart. ( feparating tJieni) 
What ! Malice after fighting in the lifts 
As noble courteous knights ! 

Glot. (to Hartman) Go, paltry Banneret! 
Such friends as thou 
Become fuch Lords as he, whofe ruined ftate 
Seefks the bafe fellowfliip of refl:lefs burghers ; 
Thinking to humble ftill, with envious ll)ite. 
The great and noble houfes of the land. 
I know ye well, and I defy you both. 
With all your damned witchery to-boot. 

[Exit grumblings ^Ihtved by Maurice, cjr. 



Manent Theobald and Harttaaltif. 
Theo. How fierce the creature is, and full «f 
foUy! 

Like a fhent cur to his own door retired. 
That briftles up his furious back, and ther« 
Each pafienger annoys. — And this is he. 
Whom fordid and ambitious Hughobert, 
The guardian in the felfiih &ther funk, 
Deflines for Orra's hufband«~-0 foul fliame i 
The carrion-crow and rojal eagle join'd, 
Make not fo crofa a matdn. "^ But tbink'ft thgi^ 

Hartman, 
She will fubmit to it ? 

Hart That may be as thou pleafeft, Falk^n- 
ftein. 

Theo. Away with mockery ! 

HarL I mock thee not. 

Theo. Nay, Banneret, thou doit Saving thi^ 
favour. 
Which every vi€lQr in thefe Med combats 
From Ladies' hands receive, nor then regard 
As more than due and ftated courteiy. 
She ne'er hath honoured me with word or look 
Such hope to warrant. 

Hart. Wait not thou for looks. 

Theo. Thou would'ft not have me to a Dame 
like this. 
With rich domains and titled rights eiicompt&'d, 
Thefe fimple limbs, girt in their foldier's gear. 
My barren hills and luin'd tower prefent. 
And f^y, " Accept — thefe will I noUy give 
In fan: eoichange for thee and all thy weftteb.*' ,^ 

If 4 
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No, Rudolph, Hartman, woo the maid thjrfelf. 
If thou haft courage for it. 

Hart Yes, Theobald of Falkenftein, I will. 
And win her too ; but all for thy behoof. 
And when I do prefent, as thou haft faid, 
Thofe fimple limbs, girt in their foldier's geer. 
Adding thy barren hills knd ruin'd tower, 
jWith fome few items more of generous worth 
And native fenfe 2lnd manly fortitude j 
I'll give her in return for sdl that Ihe 
Or any maid can in fuch barter yield, 
3ts fair and ample worth. 

Theo. i^o doft thou reckon. 

Hart And fo will Orra. Do not fliake thy 
head. 
I know the maid : for ftill flie has received me 
As one who knew her noble father well. 
And in the bloody field in which he died 
Fought by his fide, with kind familiarity : 
And her ftetn guardian, viewing thefe grey hairs 
And this rough vifage with no jealous eye. 
Hath ftiU admitted it. ■ I'll woo her for 

thee. 

Theo* I do in truth believe thou mean'ft me 
well. 

Hart And this is all thou fay'ft ? Cold frozen 
words! 
{!What has bewitched thee, man? Is flie not fair? 

Thetr. O fair indeed as woman need be form'd 
To pleafe and be belov'd ! Tho*, to fpeak ho- 

neftly, 
I've fidrer feen ; yet fuch a form as Orra'a 
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For ever in my bufy fancy dwells, 
Wliene'er I think of wiving my lone ftate. 
It is not this ; ihe has too many lures ; 
Why wilt thou urge me on to meet her fcorn ? 
I am not worthy of her. 

Hart, {jni/hing him (vway uith gentle anger) 
Go to ! I praifed thy modefty ihort-while. 
And now with dull and fenfelefs perfeverance. 
Thou would*ft overlay me with it. Go thy 

ways ! 
If thro* thy fault, thus ihrinking from the onfet. 
She with that furious cub be matched, Hwill reft 
Upon thy confcience like a damning fin. 
And may it gnaw thee flirewdly 1 

[[Exeunt, 

SCENE 11. 

Ajmall Apartment in the Cq/ile^ enter Rudigerk 
mujing gloomily J and muttering to himfelffome 
time before hejpeaks aloud. 

Bud. No no ; it is to formlefs air diffolved, 
This cherilh'd hope, this vifion of my brain ! 
( Pacing to and Jro, and then Jtopping and 
mujing as before.) 
I daily flood, contrafted in her fight , 
With an ungainly fool j and when flie filliled, 

Methought But wherefore fl.ill upon this 

thought, 
Which was perhaps but a delufion then;"'- 
Brood I with ceafelefs torment ? Never, never! 
O never more on me, from Orra's eye. 
Approving glance fliall light, or gentle look ! 
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This day's diigrace mars all my goodly dreams* 
My path to ^reatnefs is at once ihut up. 
Still in the duft my grovling fortune lies. 

(Striking his hreqft in dejpair) 
Tame thine afpiring fpirit, lucklefe wretch ! 
There is no hope for thee ! 

And fhall I tame it? No, by faints and 
devils ! 
The laws have caft me off from every claim 
Of houfe and kindred, and within my veins 
Tum'd noble blood to bafenefs and reproach : 
1*11 caft them off: why (hould they be to me 
A bar, and no proteftion ? 

{Pacing again to andjro^ and muttering knu 
Jbrjbme time before hejpeaks aloud) 
Aye ; this may ftill within my toils enthral her : 
This is the weaknefs of her mind, on which 
1*11 clutch my hold. 

Enter Cathrina behind him^ laying her hand 

upon him. 

Cath. Ha ! fpeak*ft thou to thyfelf ? 

Rud. {Jlarting) I did not {peak. 
Cath. Thou did*ft j thy bufy mind gave found 
to thoughts 
Which thou did*ft utter with a thick harfh voice. 
Like one who fpeaks in fleep. Tell me their 
meaning. 
Rud. And doft thou lb prefume ? Be wife j 
be humble. 

{After a pau/e) 
Has Orra ofl of late requefted thee 
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T^idllier ftoriesof the reftlefs dead? 
Of fpedtres rifing at the midnight watch 
By the lone trav'Uers^ bed ? 

CaOi. Wherefore of late doft thou fo oft 
enquire 
Of what ihe fays and does ? 

Rud. Be wife, and anfwer what I afk of thee.; 
This is thy duty now. 

CaA. Alas, alaa ! I know that one falfe ilep 
Has o'er me fet a flern and ruthlefs maften 

MucL No^ madam; 'tis thy grave and virtuous 
feeming; 
Thy faint-like carriage, rigid and demure^ 
On which thy high repute fo long has ftood^ 
Endowing thee with right of cenforihip 
O'er every fimple maid, wbofe cheerful youth 
Wears not lb thick a malk, that o'er thee fets . 
This ruthlefs mailer. Hereon reds my power: 
I might expofe, and therefore I command thee. 

Cath. Hufli, hulh ! approaching fteps ! 

They'll find me here 1 
PIl do whate'er thou wilt. 

Rtul. It is but Maurice: hie thee to thy 
clofet, 
'Where I will Ihortly come to thee. Be thou 
My faithfid agent in a weighty matter, 
;On which I now am bent, and I will prove 
Thy flay and flielter from the world's contempt. 

Catfu Maurice to find me here ! Where ihaU 
I hide me ? 
, Rttd. Nowhere, but b<ddly pafs him as he 
. enters. 
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1*11 find Ibme good excufe ; he wilbbe fileut : 
He is my agent alfo. 

Cath. Dofl thou trufl him ? 

Red. Avarice his mailer is as ihame is thine : 
Therefore I truft to deal with both* — Away ! 

{Enter Maurice, p(ilJing Cathrina asjhe goes 

out.) 

Maur. What, doth the grave and virtuous 

Cathrina, 

'Vouchfafe to give thee of her company ? 

Rud. Yes, rigid faint ! ihe has beilowed upon 

me 

Some grave advice to bear with pious meekneft 

My late difcomfiture. 

' Maur. Aye, and Ihe callM it, 

I could be Iworn ! heaven's judgment on thy 
pride. 

Rud. E'en fo : thou'ft gueffed it, — Shall we 

to the ramparts 

And meet the weftern breeze ? 

[EXEUNTt 

SCENE IIL 

A Jpacious Apartment ; enter Hughobert and 

Urston. 

Hugh. (Jjpedking with angry ge/ticuiation as 
he enters) 
I feed and clothe thefe drones, and in return 
They cheat, deceive, abufe me ; nay, belike. 
Laugh in their fleeve the while. By their advice^ 
This curfed tourney I proclaimed } for ftill 
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They puffed me up with praifes of my fon — 
His grace, his fkill in arms, his horfemaufhip «-* 
Count Falkenftein to him was but a clown •— > 
And fo, in Orra's eyes to give him honour. 
Full furely did I think— I'll hang them all ! . 
rU flarve them in a dungeon fliut from light : 
FU heap my boards no more with dainty fare 
To feed felfe flatterers. 

Urjl. That indeed were wife : 

But art thou fure, when men ihall fpeak the 

truth, : 
That thou wilt feed them for it ? I but hinted 
In gentle words to thee, that Glottenbal 
Was praifed with partial or affe6led zeal. 
And thou receiv'dft it angrily. 

Hugh. Ay e^ true indeed: but thou did'it 

^eak of him « 

As one bereft of all capacity. ^ 

Now tho% God wot ! I look on his defe3:s 
With no blind love, and even in my ire 
Will fometimes call him fool ; yet, ne'erthelefs. 
He ftill has parts and talents, tho' obfcured 
By fome untowardfailings. — Heaven be praifed! 
He wants not flrength at lead and well turned 

limbs. 
Had they but taught him how to ufe them. 

Knaves ! 
They have negle6led him. 

(Enter Glottbnbal, "who drwws hack on feeing 

Ms Father.) 

Advance^ young Sir : art ^ou afraid of xne f 
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That thus thou Ihrinkefl like a feulking thief 
To make difgrace the more apparent on thee ? 
Gtot Yes, call it then diigraoe, or iviiat joil 
pleafe ; 
Had not my lance's point ibmewhat awry 
Glanced on liis ihield ■■» 

Hugh. E'en fo ; I doubt it not } 

Thy lances point, and every thing about thee 
Hath glanced awry. Gro, rid my houfe, I fay. 
Of all thofe feailing flatterers that deceive thee; 
They harbour here no more : difinifi them 
quickly. 
Glot. Do it yourielf, my Lord j you are, I 
trow. 
Angry enough to do it fliarply. 
' Hugh. (turning to Urfton) Faith ! 

He gibes me fairly here ; there'n xealbn in't ; 
Fools fpeak not thusb (to Glotteidbal) Go tol 

if I am angry. 
Thou art a gracdefs fon to tel^ me ib. 

Glot Have you not bid me flill to fpeak iii€ 

truth ? 
Hugh, (to Urfton) Again thou hear'ft he 

makes an apt reply. 
U'r/t He wants not words. 
. Hugh. .Nor meanmg neither^ Eatfaeri 

Enter Eleako&a. '-^ 

Well Dame j where haft thou been ? 

Hugh. Haft^ thdu been p^ading in our fon's 
. . exciife ? - ' V 
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And how did ihe receive it ? . 

EL I tried to do it, but her prefent humour 
Is jeil and merriment. She is behind me. 
Stopping to ftroke a hound, that in the corridor 
Came to her fawningly to be cared. 

GloL {Uftening) Aye Ihe is coming} light 
and quick her fteps ; 
So found they, when her fpirits are unruly. 
But I am bold ; ihe ihall not mock me now« 

(Enter Orra, tripping gayly^ and playing mth 

tlie folds tfkerjcarfj) 

Methinks you trip it brifkly, gentle Dame« 

Or. Does it offend you, noble Knight. 

Glot Go to ! 

I know your meaning. Wherefore fmiie you fo f 

Or. Becaufe, good footh ! with tired and 
Itching lides 
I have not power to laugh* 

Glot. Full well I know why thou fo merry art. 
Tlioatlunk'ft of him to whom thou gav'ft that 

fprig 
Of hopeful green, his rufty caique to grace, 
WhiUl at thy feet his honoured glave he Jaid« 

Or. Nay, rather iay, of him, who at my feet, 
Prom his proud courfer's back, more gallantly 
Laid his moft precious ielf ; then ilole away, 
Thro' modeily, unthank'd,. nor left behmd 
Of all his geer that fluttered in the duil^ 
Or glove or band, or fragment of torn hoSk, 
For dear xemembrance4ake, that in my ileeve 

9 
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I might have' ftuck it. O I thou wrong'ft me 

much 
To think my merriment a refrence hath 
To any one but him. (Laughirig.) 

EL Nay Orra j thefe wild fits of uncurb'd 
laughter. 
Athwart the gloomy tenor of your mind. 
As it has low*r*d of late, fo keenly call, 
Unfuited feem and ftrange. 

Or. O nothing ftrange, my gentle Eleanora ! 
Did'ft thou ne'er fee the fwaUows veering breaft, 
Winging the air beneath fome murky cloud 
In the funn*d glimpfes of a ftormy day. 
Shiver in filv'ry brightnels ? 
Or boatman's oar as vivid lightning flalh 
In the faint gleam, that like a fpirit's path 
Tracks the ftill waters of fome fullen lake ? 
Or lonely Tower, from its brown mafs of woods. 
Give to the parting of a wintry fun 
One hafty glance in mockery of the night 
Clofing in darknefs round it ? — Gentle Friend ! 
Chide not her mirth, who was fad yefterday. 
And may be fo to-morrow. 

Glot. And wherefore art thou fad, unlefs it is 
From thine own way-ward .humour ? Other 

Dames 
Were they fo courted, would be gay and happy. 

Or. Wayward it needs muft be, fince I am 
fad 
Wlien fuch perfection woos me. 

Pray good Glottenbal, 
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Howdid'ft thou learn with fuch a wond'rous grace 

To tofs thy armed heels up in the air. 

And clutch with oiitfpread hands the flipp'ry fand ? 

I was the more amaz'd at thy dexterity, 

As this, of all the feats which thou, before-hand^ 

Did'ft promife to perform, moft modeftly. 

Thou did'fl forbear to mention, 

Glot. Gibe away ! 

I care not for thy gibing. With fair lifts 
And no black arts againft me — - 

Hugh, (^advancing angrily Jrom the bottom of 
thejiage to Glottenbal,) 
Hold thy peace ! 
(To Orra) And, Madam, be at leaft fomewhat 

reftrained 
In your unruly humour. 
Or. Pardon, my Lord : I knew not you w^ere 
: near me. 
My humour is unruly : with your leave, 
I will retire till I have ciurb'd it better. 
(To.Eleanoia.) I would not lofe your company, 
. fweet Countefe. 
JE/. We'll go together then. 

[Exeunt Orra and Eleanora. 
{Manet Hughobert; "who paces angrib/ 
-about the JlagCj while Glottenbal Jiands 
.on the frotnty thumping his legs with his 
Jkeath*d rapier.) 
There is no ftriving with a forward girl. 
Nor puihing on a fool. My barafled. life. 
Day after day, more irkfome grows. —Curs'd 
5 .J ban^! . - , . 

1*11 toil no more for this untoward inatch. 

VOL, iiu c 
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(Enter Rui^iOEAEy JleaUng behind and li/t^ning.} 
Rtcd. You are difttwb'd^ vAy Lord. 
Hugh. What is it thou ? I am difturbed ra^ 

foo«h! 
Rud. Aye, Orra has been here» and fome 
light words 
Of girlifh levity have mov'd you. How ! 
Toil for this match no more ! What elfe remainSy 
If this fllould be abitndonM, noble Aldenberg ! 
That can be wortli your toil ? 
Hugh. WL match the cub elfcwhere. 
Rud. What call ye matching ? 
Hugh. Surely for him fome other virtuoui 
maid 
Of high defcent, tho' not fo richly dowried^ 
May be obtained. 

Rtid. Within your walls, perhaps^ 

Some waiting gentle-woman, who perchance 
May be fome fifty generations back 
Defcended fi^om a king, he will Mmfelf^ 
£re long obtain, without your aid,, my Lord.« 
Hugh. Thou mak'il me mad ! the dok ! the 
fenfelefs dolt ! 
What can I do foi? him ? I cannot force 
A noble maid entrufted to my care. 
I, the fdle guardian* of her help] eft youth. 
Rud. That were indeed unfit : but there are^ 
means 
To make her yield confent* 
Hugh. Then by my faitdi,. good firieind, WC 
caU thee wisaurd^. 
1 ' thou can'ft find them out. What mean* 
already^ t ^ 
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Short of eompifliioiv, have we left untried ? 
And now the term of my authority 
Wears to its clofe. 

IbuL I know it well'; and therefore powerful 
means. 
And of quick operdtioh, nnifl be fought. 
Hugh. Speak plainly to me i 
Mud. I have watched her long. 

Fve' feen her cheek flufliM with the rofy glow 
Of jocund fpirits, deadly p^e become 
At tale of nightly ^rite ot apparition. 
Such as all hea!r, 'tis true, with greedy ears', 
Saykigi ^^ Saints fave us f ' bdt forget as quickly. 
I've mark'd her long: fhe has^ with all hot 

fiirewdnels 
And playful merriment, a gloomy fancy. 
That broods within itfelf oil fearful things. 
Utigh. And what doth this avail us ? 
]^d. Hear me out. 

YtMr a^idMtt caftle in the Suabian foreft 
Hath, as too well you know, belou^ng tq it, 
&t fsdfe 01^ true^ frightful reports. Thelre h6ld 

her 
SbliSIl^ ctoHffefi^ed iii foiilbre banifliment ; 
AM doubt not but ihe i^ill^ ere long, full 

gladly 
Her freedom purchafe at the price you name,. 

Hugh. On what prete6c6 can I confine hei 
' '-' tTiere? 
It were moft odious. 

RiuL Catt |>^et**c* be wanting ? 

Has ihe not favour ihewn to Theobald, 

c a 
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Who in your neighbourhood, withhislwomfriend 
The Banneret of Bafle, fufpicioufly 
Prolongs his flay ? A poor and paltry Count, 
Unmeet to inatch with. her. And want ye then 
A reafon for removing her with fpeed 
To fome remoter quarter ? Out upon it ! 
You are too fcrupulous. ' . ' 

. Hugh., Thy fcheme.iis good, but cruel. 

(Glottenbal-^tt;Ao fm been dramhg nearer; 
to theniy and attending to the Iq/i part 'tf 
their di/cour/e^) 
Glop. O much I like it^ dearly wicked Rudigere l. 
She then will turn her 'mind to other thoughts 
Than fcornful gibes at me. , 
Hugh. I to her father fwore I would protefil 
her: 
I woujd fulfill his will. 

Rud. And, in that will, her father did defire 
She might be matched with this your only fon ; 
Therefore you're firmly bound all means to ufe,' 
That may the end attain. 
. Hugh. Walk forth with me, we'll talk of this? 
at large. 

[Exeunt Hugh, ami? Rud;* 
{Manet Glottenbal, "who comes forward Jrom 
tlie bottom of the Jlage with the a&ion of 
a knight advancing to the charge.) 
Yes, thus it is : I have the flight o*t now : 
And were the combat yet to come, I'd fliew 
them ^ 

I'm not a whit behind the braveft knight; 
Crofs luck excepted. 
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Enter Maurice. 
Mawr. My Lord, indulge us of your courtefy* 
GhU In what I pray ? 
Maur. Did not Fernando tell you ? 

We are all met within our focial bower j 
.'And I have wager'd on yoiu: head, that none 
But you alone, within the Count's domains;^ 
Can to the bottom drain the chafed horn. 
Come } do not linger here when glory calls you. 
\' Glot. Thinkft thou that Theobald could drink 
fo ftoutly ? 
Maur. He, paltry chief ! he herds with fober 
burghers ; 
A goblet, half its fize, would conquer him. 

[Exeunt^ 
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ACT 11. 

SCjEI^E l.^4Gardenmth Trees and Shri(6s,S^. 
Orra, Theobald, an^f HAwruAsqre di/covpr^ 
in a Jhad^d Walk (ft the bottom (^ tfie Siage^ 

Jpeaking in dump Showi 'which thetf crqfs^ dif' 
appearing behind the Trees j an4 or^ prefisntljf 

Jblloped by Cathrina and Ajujce, w^o conti-' 
nm "walking theve; O^. T^ep. and Hart, tfien 
appear again j entering near the Jroj^t qf the 
Stq^e. 

. . Oji. (talking to Hart, as Jhe enter f) 

AND fo, fince fate has made me, woe the day! 
That poor and good-for-nothing, helpleft 
being. 
Woman yclept, I muft confign myfelf 
With all my lands and rights into the hands 
Of fome proud man, and fay, " Take all, I pray. 
And do me in return the grace and favour 
To be my mafler." 

Hart. Nay, gentle lady ! you conftrain my 
words 

And load them with a meaning harfli and foreign 
To what they truly bear. .— A mailer ! No : 
A valiant gentle mate, who in the field 
Or in the council will maintain your right : 
A noble, equal partner. 

Or. {Jhaking her head) Well I know 
In fuch a partnerfhip^ tjie fliare of power 



Allotted to the wife. See ; noble Falkenftein 
Hath filent been the while, ndr ipoke one word 
In aid of all your fpecious arguments. 
What's your advice, my Lord ? (to Theo.) 
Theo. Ah, noble Orra ! 

n?were like (elf-murder to give honeft counie). 
Then urge me not. -— I frankly do confefs 
I fhould be more heroic than I am. 
Or. Right well I fee thy head approves my 

plan. 
And by and by, fo will thy generous heart. 
In fliort, I would, without another's leave; 
Improve the low condition of my peafitnts, 
And cherilh them in peace. Ev'n now me- 

thinks 
Each little cottage of my native vale 
Swells out its earthen fides, up-heaves its roof^ 
Like to a hillock mov'd by laboring mole. 
And with green trail-weeds clambering up its 

walls. 
Roles and ev'ry gay and fragrant plant. 
Before my fancy ftands, a fairy bower. 
Aye, and within it too do fairies dwell. 

{Looking playffuUy thro* her fingeri like a 

Jhew^glqfi) 
Peep thro* its wreathed window, if indeed 
The flowers grow not too clofe ; and ther^ 

within 
Thou'lt fee fome half a dozen rofy brats. 
Eating from wooden bowh thehr dainty milX;-^ 
Thofe are my mountain elves. See^ft thou not 
Their very forms diftinfilly ? 

C4 
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Theo. O moil diflin6lly ! And moll beautiful 
The, fight ! Which fweetly ftirreth in the heart 
Feelings that gladden and ennoble it. 
Dancing like funrbeams on the rippled fea : 
A blefled pidlure ! Foul befall the man, 
Whofe narrow felfiih foul would fhade or mar itf 

Hart. To this right heartily I lay Amen ! 

But if there be a man, whofe generous foul 

(turning to Onra) 

Like ardour fills ; who would with thee purfue 

Thy generous plan ; who would his harnefs don-— 

Or. {putting her hand on hiniy in gentle inter^ 

ruption) 
Nay, valiant Banneret, who would, an* pleafe 

you. 
His harneis doff: all feuds, all Urife forbear. 
All military rivaUhip, all lull 
Of added power, and live in lleady quietnels 
A mild and foll'ring Lord. Know you of one 
That would fo Ihare my talk? — You anfwer 

not. 
And your brave friend methinks caHs on the 

ground 

A thoughtful look ; wots he of fuch a Lord? 

(to Theo.) 
Theo. Wot I of fuqh a Lord! — No, noble 

Orra, 

_ ■ , * • - 

I do not, nor does Hartman, tho* perhaps 
His friendlhip may betray his judgment. No ; 
None fuch exiH j we are all fierce, contentious, 
Relllefs and prbiid, and prone to vengeful feuds; 
The very diffiaht found q£ war excites usj^ 
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lake couriers lift*ning to the chafe> y^ho paw 
And fret and bite the curbing rein. Trull none 
To crofs thy gentle, but moil princely purpofe. 
Who hath on head a circling helmet wore. 
Or ever grafpM a glave. — But ne*erthelefs • 
There is — I know a man. — Might I • be bold ? 
Or. Being fo honeft, boldnefs is your right. 
Theo. Permitted then, 1*11 fay, I know a man, 
Tho* mod unworthy Orra*s Lord to be. 
Who, as her champion, friend, devoted foldier. 
Might yet commend himfelf ; and, fo received. 
Who would at her command, for her defeiice 
His fword right proudly draw. An honoured 

fword. 
Like that which at the gate of Paradife 
From fteps prophane the bleffed region guarded. 
Or. Thanks to the generous knight ! I alio 
know 
The man thou would'll commend ; and when 

my Hate 
Such fervice needeth, to no fword but his 
Will I that fervice owe. 

- Theo. Moll noble Orra! greatly is he ho- 
noured ; 
And will not murmur that a higher wilh. 
Tea high, and too prefumptuous, is reprell« 

(^Kijffing her hand mth great refpeSf) 
Or. Nay, Rodblph Hartman, clear that cloudy 
brow, ■ 

And look on Falkenftein and on myfelf^ 
As two co-biu'ghers of thy native city, 
^For flich I mean ere lon^ to be,) and claiming 



9$ OERA.: A TUA^EDY. 

From ^hee, as cadets from an elder 
T!by cbearing equal kindnefik 



Enter a Servant* 
Serv^ The Count is now at leifiire to receive 
Tthe Lord of Falkenftein,and Rodolph Hartman. 
HarL We fliall attend him fhortly. 

(Eait Servant.) 
(AJide to Theo.) — Muft we now 
Our pnipos'd fuit, to fome pretended matter 
pf flighter import diange ? 

Theo. {to Hart, ajids) Affuredly.— 
Mftdam, I take my leave with all devotion^ 
Hart. I with 2JI friendly wifhes, 

f Exeunt Theo, and Hart. 
{Catbrina and Alice ww advance through 
the JhrubSj Sgc. at the bottom of the Jiage^ 
while Orra remahiSj wrapped in thought^ 
(m the front.) 
Cath. Madam, you're thoughtful } iomething 
occupies 
Your bufy mind. 

Or. What was*t we talk'd of, when the 
worthy Banneret 
With Falkenftein upo» our eonverfe broke ? 
Cathf How we &ould £p&id our time, yvhen 
in your caille 
Vov ihall ypur date maintain in ancient Q)lf n* 

dour^ 
W^ith all your vaflajU romid y oiu 
Or. Aye, fo it was. 
4L AnA you di4 %» my Lad^, 
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It Ihould not be a cold unfocial grandeur : 
That you would keep, the while, a merry houfe. 
Or. O doubt it not ! 1*11 gather round my 
board 
All that Heav'n fends to me of way-worn folks^ 
And noble travellers, and neighb'ring friends. 
Both young and <^d. Within my ample hall. 
The worn-out man of arms, (of whom too many. 
Nobly defcended, rov^ like recklefs vagrants 
From «ine proud chiefhun^s caftle to another. 
Half chid, lialf honoured,) (hall o'tip-toe tread, 
Toffing his grey locks from his wrinkled brow 
With cheerful freedom, as he boafts his feat* 
Of days gone by. — Mufic we'll have ; and oft 
The bick'ring dance upon our oaken floors 
Shall, thundering loud, flxike on the diftant ear 
Of 'nighted travelers, who fliall gladly bend 
Their doubtful footfteps towards the cheering 

din. 
Solemn, and grave, and cloifterM, and demure 
We fliall not be. Will this content ye, damfels ? 
AL O paffing w ell ! 'twill be a pleafant life ; 
Free from 2SI ftem fubje^lion j blithe and fan* 

ciful ; 
We'H do whatever we lilt 
Cath. Tliat ri^t and prudent 16, 1 hope thou 

meanefl. 
Ah Why ever fe fid^dous and (6 ftrid): ? 
How could'il thou think I had another meaning? 
(To Orra) And fliaS we ramble in the woods 

fuUoft 
With facmnd and faom?-~that in my deareft joy* 
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Or. Thou ruim'ft me fail, good Alice. Do 
not doubt 
This fliall be wanting to us. Ev'ry feafon 
Shall have its fuited paftime : even Winter 
In its deep noon, when mountains piled with 

fiiow. 
And choked up valleys from our manlion bar 
AH entrance, and nor gueil nor traveller 
Sounds at our gate ; the empty hall foriaking. 
In fome warm chamber, by the crackling fire. 
We'll hold our little, fnug, domeftic court. 
Plying our work with fong and tale between. 
Cath. And flories too, I ween, of ghofts and 
fpirits. 
And things unearthly, that on Michael's eve 
Rife from the yawning tombs. 
Or. Thou thinkeft then one night o* th* year 
is truly 
More horrid than the reft. 

Cath. Perhaps 'tis only filly fiq)erftition : 
But yet it is well known the Count's brave 

father 
-Would rather on a glacier's point have Iain, 
By angry tempefts rock'd, than on that night 
Sunk in a downy couqh in Brunier's caftle. 
r , Or. How pray T What fearful thing did fcare 
him fo ? 
Cath. Haft thou ne'er heard the ftory of 
Count Hugo, 
His anceftor, who flew the hunter-knight ? 

Or. (eagerly) Tell it I pray thee. 
. Al Cathrina^teiritnpt; it is not right ; 
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Such (lories ever change her cheerful fpirits 

To gloomy penfivenef s ; her rofy bloom 

To »the wan colour of a ihrouded corfe. 

(To Orra) What pleafure is there, Lady, when 

thy hand. 
Cold as the valley's ice, with hafty gralp 
Seizes on her who fpeaks, while thy ihrunk form 
Cow'ring and Ihiv'ring Hands with keen turn'd 



To catch what follows of the pauling tale ? 
Or. And let me cow'ring Hand, and be my 

touch 
The valley's ice : there is a pleafure in it* 
'■ 'AL Say^il thou indeed there is a pleafure in it? 
Or. Yea, when the cold blood flxoots through 

every veih:. 
When every hair's-pit on my fhrunken (kin 
A knotted knoll becomes, and to mine ears 
Strangeinward founds awake, and to mine e^ea 
Ru(h dranger tears, there is a joy in fear. 

(CatcJiing hoid qfCathrima) 
TeU it, Cathrina, for llie life within me 
Beats thick, and dirs to hear it. 
He flew the hunter-knight i 

Caih. Siace I mufl tell it, then, the dory goes 
That gnm Count Wallenberg, the ancedor 
OfHughobert and alfo of yourfelf. 
From hatred or from enyy^ did decoy 
A' noble knight, who hunted in the foreft. 
Well the Black Foreft named, into his caftle. 
And there, within his chamber, murder'd him-— 

14 
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On Merciful Heairen ! and in my veins ther^ 
runs 
A murderer's bIood» Said'ft thou not, murdered 
him? 
Cath. Aye ; as he lay aflecp, at dead of night» 
Or. A deed moft horrible 1 
Caffi. It was an Michael's eve^ and fincis 
that time. 
The neighboring hinds oft hear the midnight 

yell 

Of fpe6lre-hounds, and fee the ^e6lre (hapes 
Of huntfmen on their fable deeds, with ftill 
A nobler hunter riding in their van 
To cheer the defp'rate cbace, by moonfijB^t 

fliewn. 
When wanes its horn, in long 06lober nights. 

Or. This hath been often feeri ? 

Catk. Aye, fo they fey". 

But, as the ftory goes, on Michael's eve. 
And on that night alone of all the year^ 
The hunter-knight hindfelf, having a horn 
Thrice founded at the gates, the caflle enteiis| 
And, in the very chamber where he died^ 
Calls on his murd'rer, or in his defeult - \ 

Some true defcendant of his houfe, to loder 
His fpirit from its torment ; for his body 
Is laid i'the earth unble&'d, and none caa fell 
The i^^ot of its interment- 

Or. Call on fi>me true defcendant of his racel 
It were to foch a fearful interview. 
But in th^t chamber,. on that night alone 
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Hath he elfewhere to any of the race 
Appeared ? or hath he power - 

AL Nay, nay, forbear : 

See how fhe looks. (To Orra) I fear thou art tx>t 

well. 

Or. Hiere is a liekly faintnefi come upon me. 

AL And did'fl thou fay there is a joy in fear? 

Or. My mind of late has ftrange imprelfioM 
ta'en. 
I know not how it is; 

AL A few nights fince. 

Stealing o'tiptoe, ibftly thro* your chamber. 
Towards my own ■ 

Or. O heaven defend us! did'ft thou fee 
aught there ? 

AL Only your fleeping felf. But you appeared 
DifirefiM and troubled in your dreams; and 

once 
I thought to wake you ere I left the duuhber^ 
But I forbore. 

Or. And glad I am thou did^ft. 

It is not dreams I fear ; for ftill with me 
There is an indiilin6bnefs o'er tiiem cafl. 
Like the dull gloom of mifty twilight, where 
Before mine eyes pa& all incongruous things. 
Huge, horrible and ftrange, on which I (fcare 
As idiots do upon this changeful world 
With nor furpriie nor fpeculation. No ; 
Dreams I fear not : it is the dreadful waking, 
Wh^ in deep midnight ftillnefir, the roufed 

fimcy 
Takes up tlx' imperfedt (hadows of its fleep, 

^5 
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Like a marred ipeech fnatchM from a bungler's 

mouth, 
Shaping their forms diftin6lively and vivid 
To vifions horrible : — this is my bane j — • 
It is the dreadful waking that I fear. 
. AL Well, ipeak of other things. There in 

good time 
Your ghoftly father comes with quickeuM fteps, 
like one who bears fome tidings good or ill. 
Heaven grant they may be good ! 

Enter Urston. 

Or. Father, you feemdillurbM. 

Ur.. Daughter I am in truth diflurb'd. The 
Count 
Has o'the fudden, being much enraged .*W * 
That Falkenflein ftill lingers near thefe'wall«j(f<-' 
Refolv'd to fend thee hence, to be a while 
In baniihment detained, till on his fon ' ^ 

Thou look'ft with better favour. 

. Or^ Aye indeed ! . 

That is to fay perpetual banifliment : 
A fentence light or heavy, as the place 
Is fweet or. irkfome he would fend me to. 

l/r. He will contrive to make it, doiibt him 
V n;ot, 
Irkfome enough. Therefore I would advife thee - 
To feign at lead, but for a little time, 
A difpofition to obey his wiflies. . 
He'p ftern, but not relentlefs ; and his dame. 
The gentle Eleanor, will ftill befriend you. 
When fit occaiion ferves. 
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Or. What faid'ft thou. Father ? 

To feign a dilpofition to obey ! 
1 did miftake thy words* 

Ur/l. No, gentle daughter ; 

So prefs'd, thou mayeft feign and yet be blame* 

lefs. 
A trufly guardian's faith with thee he holds not. 
And therefore thou art free to meet his wrongs 
With what defence thou haft. 

Or. (jproudly) Nay pardon mej I, with an 
unfhorn crown, 
Muft hold the truth in plain (implicity. 
And am in nice diftin6);ions moft unikilful. 
Urjt Lady, have I deferv'd this fliarpnefs ? 
oft 
lliine in&nt hand has ftrok'd this fhaven crown : 
Thou'ft ne'er till now reproached it. 

Or. (hur/Hng into tears) 
Pardon, O pardon me, my gentle Urllon ! 
Pardon a wayward child, wfaofe eager temper 
Doth fometimes mar the kindnefs of h^r heart. 
Father, am I forgiven ? (Hanging on Mnu) 

Urft. Thou art, thou art : 

Thou art forgiven; more than forgiven, my 
diild. 
Or. Then lead me to the Count, I will myfelf 
i^am his ftern purpofe. 

Ur. In the hall he is. 

Seated in ftate, and waiting to receive you. 

[Exeunt. 



VifL 



• UI« 



34 orra: a tragedt. 

SCENE III. 

A Jpacious Apartment J or Baron* s Hall^ with a 
Chair of State ^ Hughobert, Eleanora, and 
Glottenbal enter near tlie Fronts Jpeaking 
as they enter; and afterwards enter Vciffals 
and Attendants^ who range tliem/elves at the 
bottom of the Stage. 

Htigh. Ceafe, Dame ! I will not hear ; thou 
ftriv'fl in vain 
With thy weak pleadings. Orra hence mud go 
Within the hour, unlefs flie will engage 
Her plighted word to marry Glottenbal. 
Glot. Aye, and a mighty hardfhip, by the 

mafs ! 
Hugh. IVe fummon'd her in folemn form 
before me. 
That thele my vaflals fliould my adt approve. 
Knowing my right of guardianfhip ; and alfo 
That her late father, in his dying moments. 
Did will (he fliould be married to my fon ; 
Which will, (he now muft promife to obey. 
Or take the confequence. 

EL But why fo hafty ? 

Hugh. Wliy, fay^fl thou ! Falkenftein ftill in 
thefe parts 
Lingers with fly intent. Even now he left me. 
After an interview of fmall importance, 
WTiich he and Hartman, as a blind pretence 
For feeing Orra, formally requefted. 
I fay again flie mufl: forthwith obey me. 
Or take the confequence of wayward wilj. 

^3 
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EL Nay, not for Orra do I now entreat 
So much as for thyfelf. Bethink thee well 
What honour thou (halt have, when it is known 
Thy ward from thy prote6ling roof was fent ; 
Thou who fhould'fl be to her a friend, a father* 

Hugh. But do I fend her unprote6led ? No ! 
Brave Rudigere condu6ls her with a band 
Of trufty fpearmen. In her new abode 
She will be fafe as here. 

El. Ha ! Rudigere ! 

Put'ft thou fuch truft in him ? Alas, my Lord ! 
His heart is full of cunning and deceit. 
Wilt thou to him the flower of all thy race 
Raflily intrufl ? O be advifed my Lord ! 

Hugh. Thy ghoftly father tells thee fo, I 
doubt not. 
Another prieft confefl^es Rudigere, 
And Urfton likes him not. But can'ft thou 

think. 
With aught but honefl purpofe, he would chufe 
From all her women the fevere Cathrina, 
So ftridlly virtuous, for her companion ? 
This puts all doubt to filence. Say no more, 
Elfe I fliall think thou plead*ft againft my fon. 
More with a ftep-dame's than a mother's feelings. 

GloL Aye, marry does flie fatlier ! And for- 
footh ! 
Regards me as a fool. No marvel then 
That Orra fcorns me ; being taught by her,— • 
How Ihould (he elfe ? — So to confider me. 

Hugh. (Jo Glottenbal) Tut ! hold thy tongue. 

EL He wrongs me much, m^ Lord. 

D 2 
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Hugh. No more, for here Ihe comes. 

QEnter Orra, attended hy Urston, Alice and 
Cathrina, and Hughobert feats hirnfelf in 
his chair of Jiate^ the Vajfals^ S^c. ranging 
themfelves on eachjide.') 

Hugh, (to Orra) Madam and ward, placed 

under mine authority, 
And to -my charge committed by my kinfman, 
Ulric of Aldenberg, thy noble father ; 
Having all gentle means eflayM to win thee 
To the fulfilment of his dying will. 
That did decree his heirefs Ihould be married 
With Glottenbal my heir ; I folemnly 
Now call upon thee, ere that rougher means^ 
Be ufed for this good end, to promife truly. 
Thou wilt, within a Ihort and ftated time. 
Before the altar give thy plighted faith 
To this my only fon. I wait thine anfwer. 
Orra of Aldenberg, wilt thou do this ? 

Or. Count of the lame, my lord and guardian^ 
I will not. 

Hugh. Have a care thou fro ward maid I 

*Tis thy lad opportunity : ere long 
Thou flialt, within a dreary dwelling pent. 
Count thy dull hours, told by the dead man's 

watch. 
And wifli thou had'll not been i^o proudly wilful. 
Or. And let my dull hours by the dead man's 

watch 
Be told; yea, make me' too the dead man's 

mate. 
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My dwelling place the nailed coffin ; ftill 
I would prefer it to the living Lord 
Your goodnefs offers me. 

Hugh. Art thou bewitched ? 

Is he not young, well featured and well form'd ? 
And doft thou put him in thy eftimation 
With bones and flieeted clay ? 
Beyond endurance is thy ftubborn fpirit. 
Right well thy father knew that all thy fex 
Stubborn and headllrong are ; therefore, in 

wifdom. 
He veiled me with power that might compel 

thee 
To what he willed fliould be. 

Or. O not in wifdom ! 

Say rather in that w^eak, but generous faith. 
Which faid to him, the cope of heaven would fall 
And fmother in its cradle his fwath'd babe, 
Jlather than thou, his mate in arms, his kinf- 

man. 
Who by his fide in many a field had fought, 
Should'fl take advantage of his confidence 
For fordid ends. — 

My brave and noble father ! 
A voice comes from thy grave and cries againf^ 

it. 
And bids me to be bold. Thine awful form 
Rifes before me, — r and that look of anguifh 
On thy dark brow ! ^ — O no ! I blame thee not. 
flugh. Thou feem'ft befide thyfelf with fuch 

vUd gellures 
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And ftrangely-flaftiing eyes. Reprefs thefe 

fancies, 
And to plain reafon liften. Thou haft faid, - 
For fordid ends I have advantage ta'en. 
Since thy brave father's death, by war and com- 

pa6l, 
Thou of thy lands haft loft a third ; whilft I, 
Py happy fortune, in my heir's behalf. 
Have doubled my domains to what they were 
When Ulric chofe him as a match for thee. 
Or. O, and what fpeaketh this, but that my 

father 
Domains regarded not ; and thought a man. 
Such as the fon ftiould be of fuch a man 
As thou to him appear'dft, a match more ho- 
nourable 
Than one of ampler ftate. Take thou from 

Glottenbal 
The largely .added lands of which thou boafteft. 
And put, in lieu thereof, into his ftores 
Some weight of manly fenle and gen'rous worth. 
And I will fay thou keep'ft faith with thy friend 5 
But as it is, did'ft thou unto thy wealth 
A kingdom add, thou poorly would'ft deceive 

him. 
Hugh, (rijingjrom his chair in anger) 
Now Madam, be all counfel on this matter 
Between us doled. Prepare thee for thy jour* 

ney. 
EL Nay, good my Lord ! confider. 
Hugh, {to Eleanora) What, again \ 
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Have I not faid thou hall an alien's heart 
From me and mine. Learn to re^e6t my will 
In filence, as becomes a youthful Dame. 

Urft. For a few days may Ihe not ftill remain ? 
Hugh. No, pried J not for an hour. It is 
my pleafure 
That fhe for Brunier's caftle do fet forth 
Without delay. 
Or. (with a faint Jlarting movement^ In Bru- 

nier's caftle ! 
Hug. Aye ; 

And doth this change the colour of thy cheek. 
And give thy alter'd voice a feebler found ? 

(Afide to Glottenbal) 
She Ihrinks, now to her, boy ; this is thy time. 
Glot. (to Orra) Unlefs thou wilt, thou needed 
not go at all. 
There is full many a maiden would right gladly 
Accept the terms we offer, and remain. 
(-4 paufe) Wilt thou not anfwer me ? 
Or. I did not hear thee Ipeak. -— I heard thy 
voice. 
But not thy words : What faid'ft thou ? 

Glot. I fay there's many a maiden would right 

gladly 
Accept the terms we offer, and remain. 
The daughter of a King hath matched ere now 
With mine inferior. We are link'd together 
As 'twere by right and natural property. 
And as I've faid before I fay again, 
X love thee too : What more could'ft thou de-« 

fire? 

P 4 
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On I tliank thee for thy courtfliip, thor' xm* 
couth ; 
For it confirms my purpofe ; and my ftrengtli 
Grows as thou fpeak*ft, firm like the deep-bas'4 

rock. 
(Tb Hughobert) Now for my journey when yon 

will, my Lord ; 
I'm ready. 

Hugh. Be it fo I on thine own hea^ 

Reft all the blame, 

(Going Jrom hery 

Perverfe paft all beKef ! 
(Turning round to her Jlemhf) 
Orra of Aldenberg, wilt thou obey me ? 

Or. Count of that noble houfe, with all relpe^lj^ 
iLgain I lay I will not. 

(Exit Hughobert m anger ^ foUowed hjf 
Glottenbal, Urfton, ^c. Manent only^ 
Eleanora, Cathrina, Alice and Orra, 
"who keeps up mth Jiatehf pride Hit 
Hughobert and aU Attendants are gona 
outy and then throwing her/elf* into the 
arms of Eleanora, gfces vent to her 
^e lings.) 
EL Sweet Orra I be not fcr deprefs'd j thou 
goeft 
For a (hort term, foon to retuirn again ; 
The banifliment is mine who ftays behind. 
But I will beg of heaven with ceafelefs prayers 
To have thee foon reftored-: and, when I dare,^ 
Will plead with Hughbobert in thy behalf; 
|le v^ not always ftern. 
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. Or. Thanks, gentle friend ! Thy voice to me 

doth found 
Like the lad founds of kindly nature ; dearly 
Jn my remembrance Ihall they reft. — What 

founds, 
What fights, what horrid intercourfe I may. 
Ere we fliall meet again, be doomM to prove. 
High heaven alone doth know. — If that indeed 
We e'er fliall meet again ! 

(Falls on her neek and weeps. ") 
JEL Nay, nay J come to my chamber. There 
awhile 
Coiqpofe your Ipirita. Be not fo depreft. 

(^Exeunt. 

(Rudigere, who has appear* d^ during tJie laji part 
qf tiie above Jbene^ at the bottom of the Jlage^ 
half conceal^d^ as if upon the watch^ now comes 
jbrward.) 

(^Speaking as he advances^ 
Hold firm her pride till fairly from thefe v/alls 
Our journey is begun ; then fortune hail ! 
Thy favours are fecured. 

(Looking offtJieJfage) 

Ho, Maurice there ! 

E7iter Maurice. 

My faithful Maurice, I would fpoak with thee. 
I leave thee here behind me ; to thy care, 
My int'refts I commit ; be it thy charge 
To countera(!*l thy Lady's influence, 
'\\^ho will entreat her Lord the term to fliorten 

7 
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Of Orra^s abfence, maiming thus my plan. 
Which mull, belike, have time to be efie6ted^ 
Be vigilant, be artful ; and be fure 
Thy fervices I amply will repay. 
Maur. Aye, thou haft laid fo, and I have 

believed thee. 
JRud. And doft thou doubt ? 
Maur. No ; yet meantime, good footh ! 

If fomewhat of thy bounty I might finger, 
*Twere well : I like to have fome a6lual proof. 
Did'ft thou not promife it ? 

End. 'Tis true I did. 

But other prefling calls have drain'd my means* 
Maur. And other prefling calls within my 
mind. 
May make my faith to falter. 

Rud. Go to ! I know thou art a greedy leech,^ 
Tho* ne'erthelefs thou lov*ft me. 

(Taking a Jmall cqfefrovi his pockety which 
he opens) 

See'ft thou here ? 
I have no coin ; but look upon thefe jewels : 
I took them from a knight I flew in battle. 
When I am Orra's lord, thou ftialt receive. 
Were it ten thoufand crowns, whatever their 

worth 
Shall by a fl^iiful lapidary be 
In honeftv eft^eeui'd. 

(Gives him the jeivels.) 
Maur. I thank thee, but metbinks their lu£^ 
tre's dim. 
IVe feen the ftones before upon thy breail 
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In gala days, but never heard thee boafl 
They were of fo much value. 

Ryd. I was too prudent : I had lofl them eUe. 
To no one but thyfelf would I entruft 
The fecret of their value. 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. Sir Rudigere, the fpearmen are vdthout^ 
Waiting your further orders, for the journey. 
Rvd. (to Servant) 1*11 come to them anon. 

I]Exrr Servant. 
]^efore I go, I'll ipeak to thee again. 

f Exeunt Jeceralty^ 
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ACT III. 

SCENE. I. — • ^ Forejl with a lialfruined Cq/ik 
in the Back^Ground^ Jeen through the Trees by 
Moon-light Franko andjeveral Outlaws are 
di/cbvered Jztting on the Ground^ round aFire^ 
vrith FlaggonSy S^c. hy them^ as if they had bee?i 
drinking. 

Song qfjeveral voices. 

THE cough and crow to rooft are gone,. 
The owl fits on the tree, 
Xhe hufli'd wind wails with feeble moan, 

Xike infant charity* 
The wild-fire dances on the fen. 

The red fl:ar flieds its ray, 
Up-roufe ye, then, my merry men ! 
It is our op'ning day. 

JBoth child and nurfc are fafli afleep. 

And clos'd is every flower, 
And winking tapers faintly peep 

High from my Lady's bower ; 
]3ewilder'd hinds with fliorten'd ken 

Shrink on their murky way, 
tTp-roufe ye, then, my merry men ! 

It is our opening day. 

Nor board nor garner own we now. 

Nor roof nor latched door. 
Nor kind mate, bound by holy vow 

f o blefs a good man's ftore \ 
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Noon lulls us in a gloomy den. 

And night is grown our day, 
Up-roufe ye, then, my merry men ! 

And ufe it as ye may. 

Frank. (Jo i/i Out.) How lik*ft thou this, Fer- 
nando ? 
iji Out. Well fung i*faith ! but ferving ill our 
turn. 
Who would all travellers and benighted folks 
Scare from our precinfts. Such fweet harmony 
Will rather tempt invafion. 

Frank. Fear not, for mingled voices, heard 
afar. 
Thro* glade and glen and thicket, ftealing on 
To diftant lifl'ners, fecm wild-goblin-founds j 
At which the lonely traveller checks his fteed, 
Paufing with long-drawn breath and keen-turn'd 

ear; 
And twilight pilferers caft down in hafte 
Tlieir ill-got burthens, while the homeward hind 
Turns from his path, full many a mile about, ' 
Thro* bog and mire to grope his blundering way* 
Such, to the ftartled ear of fuperftition. 
Were feraph's fong, could we like feraphs fing. 

(Enter ijl Outlaw hq/lily.^ 
2d Out. Difperfe ye dift*'rent ways : we are 

undone. 
Frank. How fay'ft thou, Ihrinking poltron ? 
we undone ! 
OutlaVd and ruin'd men, who live by daring ! 

\ 
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CLd Out. A train of armed men, fome noble 

Dame 
Efcorting, (fo their fcatter'd words difcover*d 
As unperceived I hung upon their rear,) 
Are clofe at hand, and mean to pafs the night 
Within the callle. 

Frank. Some benighted travellers. 
Bold from their numbers, or who ne'er have 

heard 
The ghoftly legend of this dreaded place, 
i/? Out. Let us keep clofe within our vaulted 

haunts ; 
The way to which is tangled and perplex'd. 
And cannot be difcover'd : with the morn 
They will depart. 
Frank. Nay, by the holy mafs ! within thofe 

walls 
Not for a night mull travellers quietly reft. 
Or few or many. Would we live fecurely. 
We muft uphold the terrors of the place : 
Therefore, let us prepare our midnight roufe* 
See, from the windows of the caille gleam 

* (lights JeenJro7n tlie cafile} 

Quick paffing lights, as tho' they moved within 
In hurried preparation ; and that bell, 

{hell heard) 
Which from yon turret its flirill 'larmn fends. 
Betokens fome unwonted ftir. Come hearts \ 
Be all prepared, before the midnight watch. 
The fiend-like din of our infernal chace 
Around the walls to raife. — Come ; night 

advances. 

[[Exeunt. 
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. SCENE II. 

A Gotliic Room in tlie Cqflky rvith tlie Stage 
darkened; enter Cathrina, bearing a Light, 
Jbllowed hy Orra. 

Or. (Catching her by the robe and gulling her 

back) 
Advance no further : turn I pray ! This room 
More difmal and more ghaftly feems than that 
Which we have left behind. Thy taper's lights 
As thus aloft thou wav'ft it to and fro. 
The fretted cieling gilds with feeble brightnefs, 
yThilft over-head its carved ribs glid pad 
Like edgy waves of a dark fea, returning 
To an eclipfed moon its fuUen flieen. 

Cath. To me it feems lefs difmal than the 
other. 
See, here are chairs around the table fet. 
As if its laft inhabitants had left it 
Scarcely an hour ago. 

V (^Setting the light upon the table) 
Or. Alas! how many liours and years have 
pad 
Since human forms have round this table fat. 
Or lamp or taper on its furface gleam 'd ! 
Methinks I hear the found of time long pad 
Still murm'ring o'er us in the lofty void 
Of thofe dark arches, like the lingering voices 
Of thofe who long within their graves have flept. 
It was their gloomy home ; now it is mine. 

{Sits.downj rejling her arm upon the table 
and, covering her eyes 'xitJi her hand.) 
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(Enter Rddigere, beckoning Cathrina to come 

to him ; andjpeaks to her in a low voice at ilie 

comer ^thejiage) 

Go and prepare thy Lady's chamber ; why 

Doft thou for ever clofely near her keep ? 

Cath. Shp charged me fo to do : 

Rud. I charge thee alfo. 

With paramount authority, to leave her: 

I for a while will take thy ftation here. 

Thou art not mad ? Thou doft not hefitate ? 

(Fixing his eyes on her with ajierce threat* 

ening lookjjrom wluchjliejlirinks.) 

[Exit Cath, 

0/\ This was the home of bloody lawlefi 
power : 

The very air refts thick and heavily 

Where murder hath been done. 

(Sigliing Jieavily) There is a ftrange oppreffion 

in my breaft : 

Doft thou not feel a clofe unwholefome vapour ? 

Rud. No; ev'ry air to me is light and healthful. 

That with thy fweet and heavenly breath is 

mix'd. 

Or. (Jlarting up) Tliou here ! 

{Lookt7ig round) Cathrina gone ? 

Rud. Does Orra fear to be alone witli one, 

Whofe w^eal, whofe being on her favour hangs ? . 

Or. Retire, Sir Knight. I chufe to be alone. 

Rud. And doft thou chufe it, wearing now fo 

near 

The midnight hour, in fuch a place? — Alas! 

How loath'd and irkfome muft my prefence be ! 
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' Or. Doft thou deride my weaknefs ? 

Bud. I deride it ! 

JMo, noble Maid ! lay rather that from thee 
I have a kindred weaknefs caught* In battle 
My courage never ihrunk, as my arm'd heel 
And crefted helm do fairly teftify : 
But now when midnight comes, I feel by 

fympathy, 
With thinkin^'upon thee, fears rife within me ^ 
I never knew before. 

Or. (in afoftened kindlier voice) 

Ha ! doft thou too 

Such human weaknefs own ? 

Bud. I plainly feel 

We are all creatures, in the wakeful hour 
Of ghaftly midnight, formed to cower together. 
Forgetting all diftin6tions of the day. 
Beneath its awful and myfterious power. 

{SteaUrig clofer to fier as hejpeaks^ and puU 
Aig his arms round her.) 
' Or. (hreakingyrom him) 
I pray thee hold thy parley further off: 
Why doft thou prefs fo near me ? 

'Bud. And art thou fo offended, lovely Orra ? 

Ah ! wherefore am I thus prefumptuous deem'd? 

The blood that fills thy veins enriches mine ; 
From the fame ftock we ijpring ; tho' by that 

glance 

Of thy difdainful eye, too well I fee 

My birth erroneoufly thou counteft bafe. 

Or. Erroneoufly! 

'Bud. Yes, I will prove it fo. 

VOL. Ill* C 
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Longer PU not endure a galling wrong 
Which makes each word of tendernefs that burfls 
From a full heart, bold and prefunrptuous feem. 
And fevers us fo far. 

Or. No, fubtile fnake I 

It is the bafenefs of thy felfifli mind^ 
Full of all guile, and cunning, and deceit, 
That fevers us fo far, and fliall do ever. 

Rud. Thou prov'ft how far my paffion will 
endure 
Unjuft reproaches from a mouth fo dear. 

Or. Out on hypocrify ! who but thyfelf 
Did Hughobert advife to fend me hither ? 
And who the jailor's hateful office holds 
To make my thraldom fute ? 

Rud. Upbraid me not for this : had I refufed. 

One lefs thy friend had ta'en th' ungracious talk* 

And, gentle Orra ! doft thou know a man. 

Who might in ward all that his foul holds dear 

From danger keep, yet would the charge refufe. 

For that ftridl right fuch wardfhip doth con-i^ 

demn ? 

O ! ftill to be with thee ; to look upon thee ; 
To hear thy voice, makes ev'n this place of 

horrours, •— 
Where, as 'tis faid, the fpeftre of a chief. 
Slain, by our common grandfire, haunts the 

night, 
A paradife — a place where I could live 
In penury and gloom, and be moil blefs'd. 
Ah ! Orra ! if there's mifery in thraldom, r 
Pity a wretch who breathes but in thy favouc s 
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Who, till be look'd upon that beauteous face^ 
Was free and happy. — Pity me or kill me ! 

{Kneeling and catching Iwld qflicr hand.) 

Or. Off, fiend! let fnakes and vipers cling 
to me, 
So thou doft keep aloof* 

jRtid. (rijmg indignantly) 
And is my love with fo much hatred met ? 
Madam, beware left fcom like this ihould change 

me 
Ev'n to the baleful thing your fears have fancied. 

jOt. Dar'ft thou to threaten me ? 

Rud. He, who is mad with love and gall'd 
with fcom, 
Dares any thing. — But O ! forgive fuch words 
From one who rather, humbled at your feet. 
Would of that gentlenefs, that gen'rous pity. 
The native inmate of each female breaft. 
Receive the grace on which his life depends. 
There was a time when thou did'ft look on me 
, With other eyes. 

Or. Thou doft amaze me much. 

Whilft I believed thou wert an honeft man. 
Being no fool, and an adventurous foldier, 
I look'd upon thee with good- will ; if more 
Thou did'ft difcover in my looks than this. 
Thy wifdom with thine honefty, in truth 
Was fairly match'd. 

Rud. Madam, the proud derifion of that finile 
Deceives me not. It is the Lord of Falkenftein, 
Who, better Ikiird than I in tournay-war, 
Tho' not i' th' actual field more valiant found., 

£2 
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EngrofTes now your partial thoughts. And yet 
What may he boaft which, in a lover's fuit> 
I may not urge ? He's brave, and fo am I. 
In birth I am his equal ; for my mother. 
As I ftiall prove, was married to Count Albert, 
My noble father, tho' for reafons tedious 
Here to be dated, ftill their fecret nuptials 
Were unacknowledged, and on me hath faUea 
iA. cruel iligma which degrades niy fortunes. 
But were I — O forgive th' afpiring thought !— 
But were I Orra's Lord ; I ihould break forth 
Like tlie unclouded fun, by all acknowledged 
As ranking with the highefl in the land. 

Or. Do what thou wilt when thou art Orra'» 

Lord; 
But being as thou art, retire and leave me : 
I phufe to be alone. ( Vert/ protuifyJ) 

Rud. Then be it fo. 

Thy pleafure, mighty Dame, I will not balk. 
This night, to-morrow's night, and every night, 
Shalt thou in folitude be left ; if abfence 
Of human beings can fecure it for thee. 

. (Paie/es and looks on Jier^ while Jfie Jeems 

Jlruck and difturVd) 
It wears already on the midnight hour ; 
Good night ! 

{Pati/es again^JheJliU more di/iurVd*^ 

Perhaps I underllood too hailily 
Commands you may retra6l. 
c Or^ (recovering her Jlate) 
Leave me, I fay ; that part of xny commandi^ 
I never Mn retra^ 
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Bud. You are obeyedL 

[Exit. 
(Or, paces up and dowi haJUIyJbr fome fime^ 
thenjlopsjfiort^ and after remaining a litUc 
tuhile in a thoughtful pqfture.') 
Can fpirit from the tomb, or fiend from hell. 
More hateful, more malignant be than man -~ 
Than villainous man ? Altho* to look on fuch. 
Yea, even the very thought of looking on theo^ 
Makes natural blood to curdle in the veins 
And looien'd limbs to Ihake. 
There are who have endured the vifitatlon 
Of fupematural Beings. — O forfend it ! 
I would clofe couch me to my deadliefl foe 
Rather than for a moment bear alone 
The horroars of the fight. 

Who's there ? Who's there ? 
(looking round) 
Heard I not voices near ? That door ajar 
Sends forth a cheerful light. Perhaps, Cathrina, 
Who now prepares my chamber* Grant it be ! 
[Exit, rumung hqftily to a door from 
"which a light isjeen, 

SCENE in. 

A Chamber^ mth a Jhatt Bed or Couch in it ; 

enter Rudigsre and Cathrika^ wrangling 

together^ 

Rud. I fey begone, and occupy the chamber 
J have appointed for thee : here Fm fix*4 
To pj^ tlie night. 
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Catli. Did'ft thou not fay my chamber 

Should be adjoining that which Orra holds ? 
I know thy wicked thoughts : they meditate 
Some dev'lilh fcheme ; but think not 1*11 abet it. 
JRud. Thou wilt not ! — angry, rellive, fimple 
fool ! 
Doll thou flop fliort and lay *' 1*11 go no fur- 
ther?** 
^ou, whom concealed ihame hath bound fb 

faft,— 
My tool, — my inflrument ? -^ Fulfil thy charge 
To the full bent of thy commiflion, elfe 
Thee, and thy bantling too, 1*11 from me cafl 
To want and infamy, 

Cath, O fhamelefs man ! 

Thou art the fon of a degraded mother 
As low as I am, yet thou haft no pity. 
Hud. Aye, and doft thou reproach my baf^ 
tardy 
To make more bafe the man who conquer'd thee. 
With all thy virtue, rigid and demure ? 
Who would have thought lefs than a fpv'reiga 

Prince 
Could e*er have compals'd fuch achievement ? 

Mean 
As he may be, thou*ft given thyfelf a m after, 
And muft pbey him, — ^Doft thou yet refift ? 
Thou know*ft my meaning. 

(^Tearmg open his v^ in vehemence qfa^ion.) 
Cath. Under thy veft a dagger ! — Ah too weD| 
J know thy meaning, cruel, ruthlefs man ! 
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Rud. Have I difcover'd it ? — I thought not 
of it: 
T*he vehemence of gefture hath betrayed me, 
I keep it not for thee, but for myfelf ; 
A refuge" from dilgrace. Here is another : 
He who with high but dangerous fortune 

grapples. 
Should he be foil'd, looks but to friends like 
thefe. 
{Pulling out two daggers from his ve/l.) 
This fteel is ftrong to give a vigorous thrufl ; 
The other on its venom'd point hath that 
Which, in the feebleft hand, gives death as 

certain. 
As tho* a giant fmote the deftin'd prey. 
Cath. Thou delp'rate man J fo arm'd againft 

thyfelf ! 
Rud. Aye ; and againft myfelf with fuch re- 
folves, 
Confider well how I (hall deal with thofe 
Who may withftand my will or mar my purpofe. 

Think'ft thou PU feebly 

Cath. O be pacified. 

I will be gone : I am a humbled wretch 
On whpm thou trampleft with a tyrant's cruelty, 

[Exit. 
Rud. looks after her with a malignant laughj and 
then goes to the door of an adjoining chamber^ 
to the lock of which he applies his ear,, 
All ftill within. — I'm tired and heavy grown ; 
I'll lay me down to reft* She is fecure : 
No one can pafs me here to gain her chamber^ 

£ 4 
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If fhe hold parley now with any thing, 

It muft in truth be gholl or fprite. — Heigh ho! 

I'm tired, and will to bed. 

(JLays him/elf on the couch andfaUs q/leep. 

The cry of hounds is then heard without at 

a ^ftancey with thejound of a horn ; and 

prejently Orra enters^ hwrjiing from the 

door of the adjoining chamber^ in great 

alarm.) 

Or. Cathrina ! fleepeil thou ? Awake t 

Awake ! 
{Running up to the couch and Jlarting hack 

on feeing Rudigere) 

That hateful viper here ! 
Is this my nightly guard ? Detefted wretch 1 
I will ileal back again« 

( Walks foffly on tiptoe to tlie door of her 
chamber^ when the cry of hounds j ^. is 
again heard without^ nearer than before.') 

O no ! I dare not* 
Tho' fleeping, and moll hateful when awake> 
Still he is natural life and may be 'waked. 

(jytenkig again) 
*Tis nearer now : that difmsd thrilling blaft ! 
I mull awake him. 

{Approaching the couch and flirinking back 
again) 

O no ! no no ! 
Upon his face he wears a horrid fmile 
That fpeaks bad thoughts. 

(l^\idi,fpeaks in hisfleep.) 
He mutters too my name. -— 
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I dare not do it. {Liftentng agavi) 
The dreadful found is now upon the wind. 
Sullen and low, as if it wound its way 
Into the cavern'd earth that fwallow'd it. 
I will abide in patient filence here ; 
Tho* hateful and afleep, I feel me ilill 
Near fomething of my kind. 

{CroJJes her armSj and leans in a c&wering 
pq/hcre over the back of a chair at a di/^ 
tancejrom the couch ; when pre/enthf the 
horn is lieard mthouty louder than b^^t^ 
andjliejlarts up.) 

it returns ! as tho' the yawning earth 
Had given it up again, near to the walls. 
The horribly mingled din ! 'tis nearer ilill : 
*Tis clofe at hand : *tis at the very gate ! 

{running up to the couch) 
Were he a murd'rer, clenching in his hands 
The bloody knife, I mull awake him. — No ! 
That face of dark and fubtile wickedneis ! 

1 dare not do it. (Jifting again) Aye ; 'tis at 

' the gate — 
Within the gate. — 

What rufliing Waft is that 
Shaking the doors ? Some awful vifitation 
Dread entrance makes ! O mighty God of 

Heaven ! 
A found afcends the ftairs. 

Ho, Rudigere ! 
Awake, awake ! Ho ! Wake thee, Rudigere ! 
mRud. (waking) Wliat cry is that fo terribly 

• ftrong ? — Ha Orra ! 
What is the matter i 
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Or. It is within the walls. Did'ft thou not 

» hear it ? 
Rud. What ? The loud voice that call'd me ? 
Or. No, it was mine. 
Rud. It founded in my ears 

With more than human ftrengtli. 
Or. Did it fo found ? 

There is around us, in this midnight air, 
A power furpaffing nature. Lift, I pray : 
Altho' more diftant now, doft thou not hear 
.The yell of hounds ; the ipe6lre-huntfman*s 
horn ? 
Rud. I hear, indeed, a ftrarlgely mingled found: 
The wind is howling round the battlements. 
But reft fecure where fafety is, fweet Orra ! 
Within thefe arms, nor man nor fiend fliall liarm 
thee. 
\Approaching her uilh a foftened Tcinnmg 
voice^ while Jlie ptijlies him qff uith ah- 
horrence.) 
Or. Vile reptile ! touch me not. 
Rud. Ah Orra ! thou art warp'd by prejudice. 
And taught to think me bafe ; but in my veins 
Lives noble blood, which I will juftify. 

Or. But in thy heart, falle traitor ! what lives 

there ? 
Rud. Alas ! thy angel-faultleffnefs conceives 
not 
The ftrong temptations of a foul impaffion'd 
Beyond controid of reafon. -— ^ At thy feet — . 

(^kneeUng^ 
O fpurn me not. 
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{tlnter Jeteral Servants, alarmed.^ 

Rud. What all thefe fools upon us ! Staring 
knaves, 
What brings ye here at this untimely hour ? 
V I/? Sew. We have all heard it — 'twas the yell 

of hounds 
And datt'ring ileeds, and the fhrill horn be* 
• tween. 
Bud, Out on fuch folly ! 
2dServ. In very truth it pafs'd clofe to the 
walls i 
Did not your Honour hear it ? • 
Mud. Hj^ ! iay'ft thou fo ? thou art not wont 
to join 
In idle tales. — I'll to the battlements 
And watch it there : it may return again, 

f Ej^unt Severally^ Rudigero Jbllorced by 
Ser\'ants, and Orra into Jier own chanu 
ber. 

SCENE IV. 
The Outlaws* Cave ; enter Theobald, 

Theo* (looking round) Here is a place in 
which fome traces are 
Of late inhabitants. In yonder nook 
The embers faintly gleam, and on the walls 
Hang fpears and ancient arms : I muft be right. 
A %ure. thro' the gloom moves towards me. 
{io there ! Whoe'er you are : Holla, good friend! 
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JEnter an Outlaw. 

Out. A ftrangQT ! Who art thou, who art thus 
bold, 
To hail us here unbidden ? 
Theo. That thou Ihsdt fhortly know* Thou 
art, I guefs. 
One of the Oudaws, who this foreft haunt. 
Out. Be thy conjecture right or wrong, no 
more 
Shalt thou return to tell where thou haft found 

us. 
Now for thy life ! 

(drawing Jiisjicord.) 
Thco. Hear me, I do entreat thee* 

Out. Nay, nay! no foolifh pleadings } for thy 
life 
Is forfeit now ; have at thee ! 

(Falls Jlercely upon Theobald, who al/h 
draws and defends him/elf braveh/j when 
anotfier Outlaw enters and falls Ukewifis 
upon him., Theo. then recedes^ fightings 
ail ite gets his back to the wall of the 
i}avem^ and tJiere defends hirn/elfjloutly.^ 

Enter Frani^o. 

Frank. Deflft, I charge you! Fighting with 

a ftranger. 
Two fwords to one — a folitary ftranger ! 
• ift Out. We are difcover'd : had he mafter^d 

me. 
He had returned to t^U his mates abov9 



OR&A: a TRA6ED7* 6 1 

What neighbours in thefe nether caves they have# 
Let us diipatch him. 

Frank. No, thou hateful butcher ! 

DiQ>atch a man alone and in our power ! 
yfho art thou, flranger, who doft ufe thy fword 
With no mean Hull ; and in this perilous cafe 
^ bold an air and countenance maintained i 
What brought thee hither ? 

Theo. My name is Theobald of Falkenftein j 
To find the valiant Captain of thefe bands 
And crave affiftance of his generous arm : 
This is my bufinefs here. 

Frank. (Jhruck and agitated^ to his men) 
Go join your comrades in the further cave. 

[[Exeunt Outlaws* 
And thou art Falkenftein ? In truth thou art. 
And who think'ft thou am I ? 

Theo. Franko, the genVous leader of thofe 
Outlaws. 

Frank. So am I call'd, and by that name alone 
They know me. Sporting on the mountain's 

fide. 
Where Garva's wood waves green, i# other days. 
Some fifteen years ago, they called me Albert. 

Theo. (ni/hing into his arms) 
Albert ; my play-mate Albert ! Woe the day ! 
What cruel fortune drove thee to this ftate ? 

Frank. I'll tell thee all } but tell thou firft to 
me 
What is the aid thou cameft here to afk. 

Theo. Aye, thou wert ever thus ; ftill forward 
bent 
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To fervc, not to be fervM. 

But wave we thisr# 
Lafl; night a Lady to the caflle came, . 
In thraldom by a villain kept, whom I 
Would give my life to refcue. Of armM force 
Being at prefent deflitute, I crave 
Ailiftance of your counfel and your arms* 

Frank. ^Vhen did'ft thou learn that Outlaws 
harbour here. 
For 'tis but lately we have held thefe haunts ? ' 

Tlieo^ Not till within the precin6ls of the 
for eft. 
Following the traces of that villain's courfe^ 
One of your band I met, and recogniz'd ; 

As an old foldier, who, fome few years back. 
Had under my command right bravely ferved* 
Seeing himfelf difcover'd, and encouraged 
By what I told him of my ftory, freely 
He offered to condu6l me to his captain. 
But in a tangled path fome fpace before me, 
Alarm'd at ijight of fpearmen thro* the brake. 
He ftarted from his way, and fo I miffed him, 
JMaking, to^ain your cave, my way alone. 

Frank. Thou'rt welcome here : and gladly 
I'll affift thee, 
Tho* not by arms, the force wiUiin the caftle 
So far out-numb'ring mine. But other means 
May ferve thy purpofe better. 

Theo. What other means, I pray ? 

Frank. From thefe low caves, a paffage under* 
ground 
Leads to the caftle — to the very tower 

IS 
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Where, as I guefs, the Lady is confiaed ; 
When fleep has flill'd the houfe, we'll make our 
way. 
Tlieo. Aye, by my faith it is a noble plan ! 
Guarded or not we well may overcome 
The few that may compofe her midnight guards 
Frank. We (hall not Ihrink from that. 
But by my fay ! 
To-morrow is St, Michael's Eve : *twere well 
To be the fpe6tre-huQtfman for a night. 
And bear her off, without purfuit or hindrance* 
Tfieo. I coihpriehend tliee not. 
Frank. Thou Ihalt ere long. 

But ftand not here ; an inner room I have 
Where thou flialt reft and fome refrcflmient 

take. 
And then we will more fully talk of this. 
Which, flightly mentioned, feems chimericaL 
Follow me. 

(^Turning to lihn as they go ou£) 
Haft thou ftill upon thine arm 
That mark which from mine arrow thou re« 

ceiv'dft 
When fportively we fliot? The wound was 

deep. 
And gali'd thee much, but thou mad'ft light of 
it. 
Tlieo. Yes, here it is. (Pulling up his 

JJeeve ds they go out, and exeunt,) 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I.*- The Ramparts qfthe Cq/Ue. Enter 

Orra and Cathrina. 

ft 

Cath. (after a paufe in which Orra walks once 
or ftcice acrq/s thejlage^ thoughtfully) 

GO in^ I pray ; thou wand'refl here too long. 
(^A paufe again.) 
The air is cold ) behind thole further mountains 
The fun is fet I pray thee now go in. 

Or. Ha ! fets the fun already ? Is the day 
Indeed drawn to its clofe ? 

CatL Yes, night approaches. 

See, many a gathered flock of cawing rooks 
Are to their nefts returning. 

Or. {folemnly) Night approaches ! — 

This awful night which living beings fhrink 

from. 
All now of every kind fcour to their haunts^ 
While darknefs, peopled with its hofls unknown^ 
Awful dominion holds. Myflerious night ! 
What fliings unutterable thy dark hours 
May lap! — What from thy teeming darknefi 

burft 
Of horrid vifitations, ere that fun 
Again fliall rife on the enlightened earth ! 

(A paufe.) 
Cath. Why doft thou gaze intently on the Iky? 
See'ft thou aught wonderful ? 
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Or. Look there J behold that ftrange gigantic 
form 
Which yon grim cloud affumes ; rearing aloft 
The femblance of a warrior's plumed head. 
While from its half-fliaped arm a ftreamy dart 
Shoots angrily ? Behind him too, far ftretch'd. 
Seems there not, verily, a feriedline 
Of fainter mifty forms ? 

Cath. I fee, indeed, 

A vafty cloud, of many clouds compofed. 
Towering above the reft ; and that behind 
In mifty faintnefs feen, which hath fome likenefi 
To a long line of rocks with pine-wood crowned; 
Or, if indeed the fancy fo incline^ 
A file of fpearmen, feen thro' drifted fmoke. 

Or. l^By look how perfe6l now the form be- 
comes : 
Doft thou not fee? — Aye and more perfedt 

ftill. 
O thou gigantic Lord, whofe robed limbs 
Beneath their ftride fpan half the heavens ! art 

thou 
Of lifelefs vapour formed ? Art thou not rather 
Some air-clad fpirit — fome portentous thing — 

Some miffionM Being ? Such a (ky as this 

Ne'er ufher'd in a night of nature's reft. 

Cath. Nay, many fuch I've feen ; regard it not* 
That form, already changing, will ere long 
DiiTolve to nothing. Tarry here no longer. 
Go in I pray. 

Or» No ; while one gleam remains 

Of the fun's bleffed light, I will not go. 

voi^ in. J? 
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Cath: Then let me fetch a cloak to keep thee 
warm, 
For chilly blows the breeze* 

Or. Po as thou wilt. 

[E^iT Cath* 

Enter an Outlaw, Jlealing Jbfth/ behind her. 

Out. (in a low voice) Lady ! -»- the Lady Orra 5 
Or. (jlarting) Merciful heaven ! Sounds it 
beneath my feet 
In earth or air ? 

{lie QOTfiesi forward) 

Ha, a man ! 
Welcome is aught that wears a human face. 
Did'ft thou not hear a found ? 

Out. "WTiat foqnd an* pleafe you ? 

Or. A voice which called upon me now : it 
fpoke 
In a low hollow tone, fupprefs'd and low, 
Unlike a human voice, 
Out. It was my own. 

Or. What would'ft thou have ? 
Qut^ Here is a letter, Lady, 

Or. Who fent thee hither ? 
Qut. It will tell thee all. (Gives a letter) 

I muft be gone, your chieftain is at hand. 

[[Exit. 
Or* Comes it from Falkenftein ? It is his feak 

■ • • • 

I may not read it here, I'll to my chamber. 

[Exit hajlily^ not perceiving Rudigere, 

. ^jcho enters by the oppojitejidc^ before Jli^ 

has time to ^et off. .^ - 
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^ Rud. A letter in her hand, and in fuch haile ! 
Some fecret agent here from Falkenflein ? 
It mufl be fo. 

(Hq/kning after fier^ exit.) 

SCENE II. 

^The Outlaws* Cave; enter Theobald and 

Franko by oppqfite Jides. 

Theo. How now, good Captain ; draws it near 
the time ? 
Are thofe the keys ? 

Frank. They are ; this doth unlock 

31ie entrance to the flaircafe, known alone 
To Gomez, ancient keeper of the caille. 
Who is my friend in fecret, and deters 
The neighboring peafantry with dreadful tales 
From vifiting by night our wide domains. 
The other doth unlock a fecret door. 
That }eads us to the chamber where (he fleeps. 

Theo. Thanks, gen'rous friend ! thou art my 
r better genius. 
Did'ft thou not fay, until the midnight horn 
Hdth founded thrice, we muft remain conceaPd? 

Frank. Even fo. And now I hear my men 
without 
Telling the fecond watch. 

Theo. How looks the night ? 
• FrmiJc. As we could wifli : the ftars do faintly 

twinkle 
Thro* fever'd clouds, and flied but light fuffi- 
; : *eient 
To Ihew eaqh nearer object clofing op you 

F 2 
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In dim unihapelj blacknefs» Aught that moves 
Acrofs your paih, or fheep or ftniggling goat. 
Is now a pawing Heed or grizzly bull. 
Large and terrific ; every air-mov'd bufti 
Or jutting crag, fome ftrange gigantic thing. 

Theo. Is all ftill in the caftle ? 

Frank. There is an owl fits hooting on the 
tower. 
That anfWer from a diftant mate receives. 
Like the faint echo of his difmal cry ; 
While a poor houfelefs dog, by dreary fits. 
Sits howling at the gate. All elfe is ftill. 

Tkeo. Each petty circumftance is in our fa- 
vour. 
That makes the night more difmaL 

Frank. Aye, all goes well : as I approached 
the walls, 
I heard two centinels ^- for now I ween^ 
The boldeft fpearman will not watch alone — » 
Together talk in the deep hollow voice 
Of thofe who fpeak at midnight, under awe 
Of the dead ftillnefs round them. 

Tkea. Then let us put ourfelves in readinefi. 
And heaven's good favour guide us ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 
A gloaniy Apartment; enter Orra and Rudigere* 

Or. {ajide) The room is darkened: yeftemight 
a lamp 
Threw light around on roof and walls, and madoi 
Its dreary fpace le& difinal. 
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RucU {pverhmring her^ and c<^fltng to a Ser* 
vant without) 

Ho ! mor^ lights here ! 
(Servant enters mtit a lights and exit.} 

Thou art pbey'd. 
"* In aught. 
But in the company of human kind. 
Thou ihalt be gratified. Thy lofly fnind 
For higher fuper-human fellowihip. 
If fuch there be, may now prepare it's ftrength. 
Or. Thou ruthlefs tyrant ! They who have i^n 
battle 
Fought valiantly, fhrink like a helplefs child 
From any intercourfe with things unearthly. 
Art thou a man ? And bear'fl thou in thy breaft 
The feelings of a man ? It cannot be ! 
Rud. Yes, madam ; in my breafl I bear too 
keenly 
The feelings of a man — a man moil wretched : 
A fcorn'd^ rejefted man. «^ Make me Ids xnifer- 

able J ^ 

Nay rather fliould I fay, make me moil b}eft ; 

And then {attempting io take her hand while 

Jhejteps back from him^ drawing herfelfwp 
with an air Jlateljf and determined^ and 
looking Jiedfqftljf in his face) 

Thou knftw^ft my firm detern^natioQ : 
Give me thy folemn promife to be mine. 
This is the price, thou haughty, fcornful maid^ 
That will redeem thee irom the hour of ter- 
rour! 
is is the price ■■■ !.■ ■ ■ 

F 3 
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* _ * • 

Or. Which never fliall be paid. 

( Walks from him to tJie further end of the 
apartment.') 
Bud. (after apau/e) Thou art determined then. 
Be not fo rafti : 
Bethink thee well what flefh and blood can bear: 
The hour is near at hand. 

(She^ turning rounds waves him with her Jiand 
to leave her.) 

Thou deign*ft no anfwer. - 
'Well; reap the fruits of thine unconquer*d 
pride. [Exit. 

Manet Orra. 
Or. I am alone : That clofing door divides 

me 
-From ev'ry being owning nature's life. — 
And lliall I be conftraiu'd to hold communion 
With that wliich owns it not ? ' 

(After pacing to and fro for a little while) 
O that my mind 
Could raife its thoughts in llrong and fteady 

fervour 
To him, the Lord of all exifting things, 
•Who lives and is where'er exiftence is ; 
Grafping its hold upon his Ikirted robe,. 
Beneath whofe mighty rule Angels and Spirits, 
Demons and nether powers, all living things, 
Hoils of the earth, with the departed dead 
In their dark (late of myftery, alike 
Subje6led are ! — And I will llrongly do it. — 
Ah ! Would I could ! Some hidden powerful 

hindrance : ^ 
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Doth hold me back, and mars all thoUglit. — 
(After a pau/bj in "wMchJheJbmdsJia^ed mth 
her arms crqffed on her hreajt) 

Dread intercourfe ! 
O, if it look on me with its dead eyes \ 
Jf it fhould move its lock'd and earthy lips 
And utterance give to the grave's hollow founds ! 
If it ftrjBtch forth its cold and bony gralp ■ 
O horror, horror ! 

(Sinking lower at every fiuxejjive idea^ asjlie 
repeats thejefour Iqft lineSy tilljfie is qmte 

upon hj$r knees on the ground.') 

that beneath thefe planks of fenlelefi matter 

1 could, until the dreadfid hour is paft. 
As fenfelefs be ! 

(Staking tJieJiooT with her hands) 

O open and receive me, •. 
Ye happy things of flill and lifelefs being. 
That to the awful fteps which tread upon ye 
Un^onfcious are ! 

(Enter Cathrina behind her.) 

Who's there ? Is't any thing ? 
Cath. *Tis I, my dearefl Lady ! 'tis Cathrina. 
Or. (embracing her) How kind ! Such blefled 
kindnefs ! keep thee by me ; ' , 

ril hold thee fail : an angel brought thee hither. 
I needs muft weep to think thou art fo kind 
In mine extremity. — Where wert thou hid ? ' * 
Cath. In that fmall clofet, fince the iUppet 
hour, 
I've been concealed, Fqjf. ffearching rotind the 

cji^mbe^:^ V. ^ - 

• F 4 . 
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I found its door, and enter'd. Fear not now : 
I will not Ie%ve thee till the break of day. 

Or. Heaven blefe thee for it ! Till the break 
of day! 
The very thought of day-break gives me life. ■• 
If but this night were pafl, I have good hope 
That noble Theobald wili foon be here 
For my deliverance. 

Cath. Wherefore think'll thou fo ? 

Or. A ftranger, when thou left'ft mc on the 
ramparts^ 
Gave me a letter which I quickly opened. 
As foon as I^ methought, had gain'd my room 
In privacy ; but cloie behind me came 
That Daemon Rudigere, and, fnatching at it, 
l^orced me to caft it to the flames, from which, 
I ftruggling with him ftill, he could not lave it, 

Catk. Yon have not read it then. 

Or. No ; but the feal 

Was Theobald^s, and I could fwear ere long 
He will be here to'free me from this thraldom. 

Catk. God grant he may ! 

Or. If but this night were pall ! How goes 
: the time ? 
Has it not entered on the midnight watch ? 

Cath. ( pointing to ajmalljlab at ther comer qf 
ihejlage on which is placed ajand-glq/s) 
That glafs I've fet to meafure it. As focm 
As all the fand is run, you are fecure ; 
The midnight watch is paft| 
^ Or. (running to tiie glafs and looking at k 
eagerhf) 



There is not much to ran : O an't were finifli'd ! 
But it To flowly runs { 

Caffu Yes ; watching it. 

It feemeth flow. But heed it not ; the while^ 
rU tell thee fome old tale, and ere IVe finiih'd^ 
The midnight watch is gone. JSit down I pray 1 
(They Jit ^ Qrra drawing her cJiair clojb to 
Cathrina) 
"What ftory fliall I tell thee ? 
Or. Something, my friend, which thou thyfelf 
haft known 
Touching the awful intercourfe which ipirits 
With mortal men have held at this dread hour« 
Did'ft thou thyfelf e'er meet with one whofe 

eyes 
Had look'd upon the fpedtred dead «— • had fees 
Forms from another world ? 
Cath. Never but once. 

Otw (eagerly) Once then thou didft ! O tell 

it ! Tell it me 1 
Cath. Well ; fince I needs muft tell it, once I 
knew 
A melancholy man, who did aver, 
That^joum'ying on a time, o'er a wild wafte, 
By a fell ftorm o*erta'en, he was compelled 
To pafi the night in a deferted tower. 
Where a poor hind, the fole inhabitant 
Of the lad place, prepared for him a bed. 
And, as he told his tale, at dead of night. 
By the pale lamp that in his chamber bum'd. 
As it might be an arm's-length from his bed — * 
Qj\ tfib/doie upon him ? 
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CatJu Yes. . ' ' 

Or. Go on; what faw he ? 

Ca/i^. An upright form, wound in a clotted 
Ibroud— i- . 1 

Clotted and fliff^ like one fwaith'd up in hafte 
Aftei^ a bloody death. 
• Or^ O horrible I 

Cath. He flarted from his bed and gaz'd upon 
it. 

Or. And did he fpeak to it ? 

Cath^ He could not fpeak. 

It's vi£age was uncovered, and at firft 
Seem'd fix'd and ihrunk, like one in coffined 
fleep.: : . 

But, as he gaz*d, there came, he will not how. 
Into its beamlefe eyes a horrid glare, ' 

And turning towards him, for it did move, > 
Why>doft thou grafp me thus ? 
. Cfr. Go on, go on 1 :* , > 

Cath. Nay, lieaven forfend ! Thy ihrunk and 
fliarpen'd features . > 

Are of the corfe's colour, and thine eyes 
Are full of tears. How's this ? 

Or. I know not how. 

A horrid fympathy jarr'd on my heart, i. 
And forced into mine eye§ thefe icy tears*. ' ' 
A fearful kindredfhip there is between 
The living and the dead : an awful bond : 
Wo's me ! that we do fh udder at ourfelves -««» 
At that which we mud be I r A^ difmit 

thought! 
Where dofl thou run I thy ftory is jiotteld i^ 
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; {Seeing Catli. go towards the fand glafsJ) 

Cath^ (Jhewing theglqfs) Abetter flory I will 

tell thee now j 

The midnight watch is pad. 

Or. Ha ! let me fee. 

Cath. There's not one fand to run. 

. Or. But it is barely paft. 

Cath. *Ti8 more than paft. 

For I did fet it later than the hour 

To be affur'dly fure. 

Or. Then it is gone indeed : O heaven hn 

be praifed ! 

The fearful gloom gone by ! 

{Holding up her hands ingratitude to heaven^ 

and then looking round her mth cheer/id 

animation) 

In truth already 

I feel as if I breath'd the morning air : 

I'm marvelloufly lightened. 

Cdik. Ne'ertlieieft, 

Thou art forfpent ; I'll run to my apartment 

And fetch Ibme cordial drops that will revive 

thee. 
Or. Thou need'ft not go: I've ta'en thy 

drops already : 

I'm bold and buoyant grown. 

(Boufuiing lightly from thejloor.) 

Cath. I'll foop return : 

.Hiou 9Xt not fearful now ? 

Or. No ; I breathe lightly ; 

Valour within me grows moil poweriuUy^ 

Would*ft thou but ftay to fee it» gentle Catbrine. 
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Cath. I will return to fee it, ere thou canft 
Three times repeat the letters of thy name. 

[Exit, hajlily by the concealed door.^ 

Or. This bnrft of courag fli rinks moft 

ftiamefully. ' {Alone.) 

m follow her. — 

(Striving to open the door.) 

^Tis fall : it will not open. 

1^11 count my footfteps as I pace the floor 

Till Ihe return again. 

{Paces up and dowif muttering to her/elf^ 

when a horn is heard without^ paufing and 

founding three timeSj each time louder than 

before.) 

(prra runs again to the door.) 

Deipair will give me ftrength : where is the 

door ? 

Mine eyes are dark, I cannot find it now. 

O God ! prote6l me in this awful pafs ! 

{After a paufe^ in wiiichjliejlands with her 

body bent in a cowering pojlure^ with her 

hands locked togetfier^ and trembling t7io- 

lently^fhcjlarts up and looks wildly round 

her.) 

There's nothing, yet I felt a chilly hand 

Upon my flioulder prefs'd. With open'd eyes 

And eaSrs intent I'll Hand. Better it is 

Thus to abide the awful vifitatton. 

Than cower in blinded horror^ ftrain*d io- 

tenfely 

With ev'ry beating of my goaded heart. 

{Looking round her with a Jleady Jlemn^^ 

butjhrinking again almo/i immediately.) 
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I cannot 4o it : on this fpot 1*11 hold me 
In awful ftillnefs. 

{Bending her body as before ; theuj after a 
momentary paufe^ prejfing both hffr hands 
upon her Itead) 
The icy fcalp of fear is on my head, — 
The life flirs in my hair : it is a fenfe 
That tells the nearing of unearthly fleps, 
Albeit my ringing ears no founds diflinguifh* 
{Looking rounds as if by irre/t/Uble impulfe to 
a great door at the bottom of tfie Jlage^ 
tvJiich bur/Is open^ and the form of a huntf 
manj cloatlied in black with a horn in his 
handy enters and advances forwards her. 
She utters a loudflrriek^ and falls fenfelefs 
on the ground.^ 
Theo. {running up to her and raijing Iter from 
die ground) 
No femblance but real agony of fean 
Orra, oh Orra! Know'ft thou not my voice ? 
^Hiy knight, thy champion, the devoted Theo* 

bald? 
Open thine eyes and look upon my face : 

( Unmq/king.) 
\ am no fearful waker from the grave : 
Doft thou not feel ? 'Tis the warm touch of life. 
X/>ok up and fear will vanilh. — Words are vain! 
What a pale countenance of ghaftly ftrength 
By horrour changed ! O ideot that I was ! 
To hazard this ! — The villain hath deceived me! 
-|tfy letter (he has ne'er received. Oh Fool ! 
That I flieuld truft to this ! 

{Beating his h^ad di/tradedly.) 
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(Enter Franko, bt/ tliejame door.) 
Frank. What is the matter? What flrange 

turn is this ? 
Tlieo. O curfed fanguine fool! could I not 

think 
She moves -— Ihe moves ! roufe thee, my gentle 

Orra ! 

'Tis no ftrange voice that calls thee : 'tis tky 
friend, 

Frank. She opens now her eyes. 

Theo. But oh that look ! 

. Frank. She knows thee not, but gives a ftifled 

groan 
And finks again in ftupon 

Make no more fruitlefs lamentation here. 

But bear her hence : the cool and open air 

May foon reftore her. Let us, while we may, 

Occafion feize^ left we fliould be furprifed. ^ 

[Exeunt, Orra born^ ojf in a Jlate of in^ 

Jertjibililjji. 



\ 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I.— TAe great Hall qfihe Ca/Ue : Enter 
:,Rtn>iGBRE, CATHRINA9 and Attendants,^ by 
different Doors. 

Rud. \To Attend.) Retum'd again! Is any 

thing difcover'd? 
Or door or paflage ? garment dropt in hafte ? 
Or footftep's track, or any mark of flight ? 
ijt Alt. No, by my faith ! tho* from its higheft 

turrets 
To its deep vaults, the caftle we have fearchM. 
Cath. *Tis vain to trace the marks of tracklefe 

feet. 

If that in truth it hath conveyed her hence. 

The yawning «arth has yielded them a paflage, 

6r elfe, thro* rifted roofs the buoyant air. 

- Rud. Fools ! fearch again. I'll raze the very 

walls 
From their foundations but I will difcover 

If 4oor or pafs there be, to us unknown. 

Ho ! Gomez there ! 

(Calling off^thejlage.) 

He keeps himfelf aloof. 

Nor aids the fearch with true and hearty will. 

I am betray'd. — Ho ! Gomez there, I fay ! 

He flirinks away : go drag the villain hither, " 

And let the torture wring confeflion from him, 

L- \A loud knocking Iheard at the gate ^ 

13 
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Ha 1 who feeks entrance at this early hour 
In fuch a defert place ? 

Cath. Some hind, perhaps. 

Who brings intelligence* Heaven grant- it be I 

(Enter an armed VatfaL) 

Bud. Ha ! Oiie from Aldeiiberg I What 
brings- thee hither : 

Vqffi ( fehdng Rud.) Thou art my prifonen 

{To Attendants.) 
Upon your peril, 
Affift me to fecure him* 

Rud. Audacious hind ! by what authority 
Speak'fl thou fuch bold commands? Produce 
thy warrant. 
Vaffi *Tis at the gate, and fuch as thou muft 
yield to : 
Count Hughobert himfelf, with armed men^ 
A goodly band, his pleafure to enforce. 

(Secures hinu) 
Rud* What fudden freak is this ? am I 
fufpe6led 
Of aught but true and honourable faith ? 

Vajf. Aye, by our holy Saints! more than 
fufpe6led. 
Thy creature Maurice, whom thou thought*ft to 

bribe 
With things of feeming value, hath difcover'd 
The cunning fraud ; on which his tender coa- 

fcience. 
Good foul ! did o'the fudden fo upbraid him. 
That to his Lord forthwith he made confeiiioiir 

. *4 
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Of all the plots againft the Lady Orra, 
In which thy wicked arts had tempted hira 
To take a wicked part. All is difcover'd. 
Cath. (afide) All is difcover'd ! Where then 

Ihall I hide me ? 
{Aloud to Vaff.) What is difcover'd ? 
Vqff. Ha ! moft virtuous Lady ! 

Art thou alarmed ? Fear not : tfiie world w^eU 

knows 
How good thou art ; and to the Countefs fhortly, 
'Wlio with her Lord is near, thou wilt no doubt 
Give good account of all that thou haft done. 

Cath. (afide asjhe retires in agitation) 
O heaven forbid ! What hole o' th' earth will 
hide me ! 

[Exit. 

{Enter by tfie oppojite fide, Hughobert, 
Eleanora, Helen, Glottenbal, Ur- 
STON, Maurice, and Attendants.) 

Hug. (Jpeaking as he enters) Is he fecured ? 
VOjffl He is, my Lord ; behold ! 

(pointing to Rud.) 
Hugh, {to Rud.) Black artful traitor ! Of a 
facred truft. 
Blindly repofed in thee, the bafe betrayer 
For wicked ends j full well upon the ground 
Ma)r*ft thou decline thofe darkly frowning eyes. 
And gnaw thy lip in fhame. 
JRud, And refts no fhame with him^ whofe 

eaJ^ faith 
TQL« ni« Q 
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Entrufts a man unproved ; or, having proved 

him. 
Lets a poor hireling's unfupported teftimony 

Shake the firm confidence of many years ? 

Hugh. Here the accufer ftands ; confront 

him boldly. 

And fpare him not. 

(^Bringing foirward Maurice.) 

Maur. (Jo Rud.) Deny it if thou canft. Thy 

brazen front, 

All brazen as it is, denies it not. 

Rud. (Jp Mau.) Fool ! that of prying curiofity 

And av'rice art compounded 1 I in truth 

Did give to thee a counterfieited treafure 

To bribe thee to a counterfeited trufl ; 

Meet recompence ! Ha, ha ! Maintain thy 

tale. 

For I deny it not. ( With carekfs derifion.) 

Maur. O fubtilc traitor ! 

Dofl thou fo varnilh it with feeming mirth ? 

Hugh. Sir Rudigere, thou doft, I muft confefs. 

Out-face him well. But call the Lady Orra j 

If towards her thou haft tliyfelf comported 

In honefty, ihe will declare it freely. 

Bring Ona hither. (7b Attendant.) 

ijl Attend. Would that we could j laft night 

i* the midnight watch 

She difappear'd ; but whether man or devil 

Hath borne her hence, in truth we cannot tell. 

Hugh. O both 1 Both man and devil together 

jdin'd. 9 
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(To Rud. furioit/ly.') Fiend, villain, murderer ! 

Produce her infiantly. 
Dead or alive, produce thy haplefs charge. 
Rud. Reftrain your rage, my Lord j I would 
right gladly 
Obey you, were it poffible : the place. 
And the myfterious means of her retreat. 
Are both to me unknown. 

Hugh. Thou Heft ! thou lieft ! 

GloU (coming forward) Thou lieft, beaft, vil- 
lain, traitor ! think'ft thou ftill 
To fool us thus ? Thou flialt be forced to fpeak. 
{To Hugh.) Why lofe we time in words when 

other means 
Will quickly work? Straight to thofe pillars 

bind him. 
And let each fturdy varlet of your train 
Infli6l corre6lion on him. 

Maur. Aye, this alone will move him. 
Hugh. Thou fay'ft well : 

By heaven it fliall be done ! 

Mud. And will Count Hughobert degrade in 
me 
The blood of Aldenberg to fliame himfelf ? 
Hugh. That plea avails thee not j thy fpu- 
rious birth 
Gives us full warrant, as thy conduct varies. 
To reckon thee or noble or debasM. 
(^To Att.) Straight bind the traitor to the place 
of ftiame. 
(^As they areJiruggUng to bind Riid. he gets 
one qffUs hands free^ and^ putting out a , 
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dagger from under Ms clothes^ Jlahs him- 

fern 

Rud. Now, take your will of me, and ^drag 
my corfe 
Thro' mife and dull ; your Ihamelefs fury now 
Can do me no difgrace. 

Urjlon (advancing^ 
Rafh, daring, thoughtlefs wretch ! doft thou fo 

clofe 
A wicked life in hardy defperation ? 
Rud. Prieft, fpare thy words : I add not to 
my fins 
That of prefumption, in pretending now 
To offer up to Heaven the forced repentance 
Of fome Ihort moments for a life of crimes. 
Urft. My fon, thou doft miftake me : let thy 
heart 
Confeffion make -— — 
Glot. (interrupting Urft.) Yes, dog! Confeffion 
miake 
Of what thou*ft done with Orra ; elfe I'll fpurn 

thee,' 
And caft thy hateful carcafe to the kites. 

Hugh, (pulling back Glot. as he is going to 
Jpum Rud. with his foot, who is now fallen 
upon the ground.^ 
Nay, nay, forbear ; fuch outrage is unmanly. 
(Eleanora, who with Alice Jiad retiredjrom tJic 
flocking fight of Rudigere, now comes 
forward to him.) 
El. Oh, Rudigere ! thou art a dying man. 
And we will fpeak to thee without upbraidiag* 
CoAfefs, I do entreat thee, ere thou goeii 
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To thy mod awful change, and leave us not 
In this our horrible uncertainty. 
Is Orra here concealed ? 

Al. Thou haft not flain her ? 

Confeffion make, and heaven have mercy on 

ihee! 
Ricd. Yes, Ladies ; with thefe words of gentle 

meekneis 
My heart is changed ; and that you may per- 

ceive 
How greatly changed, let Glottenbal approach 



me ; 



Spent am I now, and can but faintly Ipeak — 
Ev*n unto him, in token of forgivenefs, 
1*11 tell what ye defire. 
EL Thank heaven, thou art fo changed! 
Huglu (to Glot.) Go to him, boy. 

(Glottenbal goes to Rudigere, andjloophg 
over him to hear *wJiat he has to Jay^ 
Rudigere, takifig a Jinall dagger fir oni his 
lofom^ Jlrikes Glottenbal on the neck.) 
Glot. Oh, he has wounded me ! — ^ Detefted 
traitor ! 
Take that and that j would thou had'ft ftill a 

life 
For every thruft. (Killing him.) 

Hugh, (alarmed) Ha ! Has he wounded thee, 
my fon ? 

Glot. A fcratch ; 

*Tis nothing more. He aim'd it at my throat, 
But had not ftrength to thruft. 

^ 3 
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Hugh. Thank God, he had not ! 

{A trumpet founds without.) 
Hark, martial notice of fome high approach ! 
(^To Attendants) Go to the gate. 

[Exeunt Attendants. 
EL Who may it be ? This caftle is remote 
From every route which armed leaders take. 

(Enter a Servant.) 
Ser. The banneret of Bafle is at the gate. 
Hugh, Is he in force ? 

Ser. Yes, thro' the trees his diflant bands are 
feen 
Some hundreds llrong, I guefs \ tho' with himfelf 
Two followers only come. 

(Enter Hartman attended.) 
Hugh. Forgive me, banneret, if I receive thee 
With more furprife than courtely. How is it ? 
Com'ft thou in peace ? 

Hart. To you, my Lord, I frankly will declare 
The purpofe of my coming : having heard it^ 
It is for you to fay if I am come. 
As much I wilh, in preace. 
(To El.) Countefs, your prefence much em* 

boldens me 
To think it fo fliall be. 

Hugh, (impatiently) Proceed, I beg. 
When burghers gentle courtefy affe6l. 
It chafes me more than all their fturdy boaiU 
ing. 
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HarL Then with a burgher's plainnefs, Hugho- 

bert, 
I'll try my tale to tell, — nice talk I fear ! 
, So that it may not gall a baron^s pride. 
Brave Theobald, the Lord of Falkenfleiny 
Co-burgher alfo of our ancient city, 
Whofe caufe of courfe is ours, declares himfelf 
The fuitor of thy ward the Lady Orra ; 
And learning diat within thefe walls fhe is. 
By thine authority, in durance kept, 
•In his behalf I come to fet her free; 
As an opprefled Dame, fuch fervice claiming 
From every generous knight. What is thy 

anfwer ? 
Say, am I come in peace ? Wilt thou releafe 
her? 
Hugh. Ah, would I cou In faith thou 

galPft me fhrewdly. 
Hart. I've been informed of all that now dif- 
turbs you. 
By one who held me waiting at the gate* 
Until the maid be found, if 'tis your pleafure, 
Ceafe enmity. 
Hugh. Then let it ceafe. A traitor has de« 
ceived me. 
And there he lies. 

{Pointing to the body o/*iEtud.) 
Hart (looking at the hody) 
A ghaftly fmile of fell matignity 
On his diftorted face death has arreiled. 

(Turning again to Hugh.) 
And has he died, and no confeflion made ? 

Q 4 
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All means that may difcover Orra's fate 
iShut from us ? 

Hugh. Ah ! the fiend hath utter'd nothing 
That could betray his fecret. If fhe lives 



EL Alas, alas ! think you he murdered, her ? 
AU Merciful heaven forfend ! 

{Enter a Soldier in Iiajie.) 
Sold^ O, I have heard a voice, a diimal 

voice ! 
Omnes. What haft thou heard ? 
EU What voice ? 

Sold. The Lady Orra's* 

EL Where ? Lead us to the place. . 
Hugh. Where did'ft thou hear it, Soldier ? 
Sold. In a deep tangled thicket of the wood, 
Clofe to a ruin'd wall, overgrown with ivy. 
That marks the ancient out-worka of the caftle* 
Hugh. Hafte ; lead the way, 

[[Exeunt all eagerly, without order ^ follow^ 
ing tfie Soldier, Glottenbal and one AU 
tendant excepted. 
Att. You do not go, my Lord ? 
Glot. Vva fick, and ftrangely dizzy grows ipy 
head. 
And pains flioot from my wound. It is a fcratch,^ 
But from a deviPs fang. — There's mifchief in it. 
Give me thine arm, and lead me to a cpuch : 
I'm very faint. j 

Att. This way, my Lord, there is a chamber^ : 
near. 
[Exeunt Glottenbal, ^{pjporfc(/ by the A.U 
ten^antt 
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SCENE IL 

Tlie Foreft near the CaJUe / in Front a rocky 
Bank crowned with a ruined WaU overgrown 
with Ivi/j and the Mouth of a Cavemjhaded 
nitfi Bti/fies : Enter Franko, conducting 

HUGHOBERT^ HaRTMAN, ElEANORA^ AlICE, 

and Urston, the ^oXdi^v following them. 

Frank* {to Hugh.) This is the entry to our 

fecret haunts. 
^d now, my Lord, having infoml'd you truly 
Of the device, well meant, but moil unhappy. 
By which the Lady Orra from her prifon 
By Falkenftein was ta'en ; myfelf, my outlaws," 
Unhappy men that better days have feen. 
Drove to this lawlefs life by hard neceffity. 
Are on your mercy call. 
Hugh. Which fhall not fail you, valiant Franko« 

Much 
Am I indebted to thee : had*ft thou not 
Of thine own free good will become our guide. 
As wand'ring here thou found'ft us, we had 

ne'er 

The fpot difcover'd ; for this honeft Soldier, 
A ftranger to the foreft, fought in vain 
To thread the tangled path. 
JB/. (to Frank.) She is not well thou fay'ft, 
and from her fwoon 
Imperfedlly recoverM. 

> Ffmk^ When I left her, 

She fo appeared. — But enter not, I pray. 



90 qrra: a tragedy. 

Till I give notice^ ~ Holla, you within ! 
Come forth and fear no ill, 

{AJhrieh heard Jrom fhe cave.) 
Omnes. What difmal Ihriek is that ? 
AL *Tis Orra*s voice. 

EL No, no ! it cannot be ! It is fome wretch, 
Ifk maniac^s fetters bound. 

Hart. The horrid thought that burfts into 
my mind ! 
Forbid it, righteous Heaven! 

(Running into the ecwe^ he is prevented hg 
Theobald, xvho rtifltes out upon him.) 
Titeo. Hpld, hold ! no entry here but o'er m^ 

COXfky 

Wtien ye have mafter*d me* 

HarL My Theobald ! 

Doll thou not know thy friends ? 
Theo. Ha! thou, my HartmanI Art thou 

come to me ? 
Hart. Yes^ I am come. What means that 
loots; of anguifh ? 
She is, not des^d ? 

Theo. Oh, no ! it is not death ! 

Hart. What mean'ft thou ? Is flie well ? 
Theo. Her body is. 

Hart. And not her mind ? ' ' Oh direft 
wreck of all ! 
That noble mind ! ' But ^tis fbme paffing 

feizure^ 
Some powerml movement of a tranfient nature^ 
It is not piadnels ? 
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Theo. {JlirinJcin§ Jrom him^ and burJUng mt9 
tears) 
^Tis heaven's inflidlion j let us call it fo ; 
Give it no other name. (Covering JiisJaceJ) 
EL (to Theo.) Nay do not thus deipair : when 
fhe beholds us^ 
She'll know her friends, and, by our kindljf: 

Toothing, 
Be gradually reftored. 
Al. Let me go to her. 
Theo. Nay forbear, I pray thee ; 

I will myfelf with thee, my worthy Hartman^ 
Go in and lead her forth, 

(Theobald and Hartman go into the cavern^ 
while thq/e mthout wait in deepJUence^ 
which is only broketf, once or twice by a 
fcream from the cavern and tlie found of 
Theohaild^s voice Jpeaking f^othingfy J till 
they return^ leading forth Orra, with her 
hair and drefs difordered^ and. the appear^ 
ance of wild dijiradion in her gait and 
countena7ice.y 
Or. (Jkrinking back as flie comes from under 
the fhade of Uie treeSy ^c. and dragging 
Theobald and Hartman back with her.) 
Come back, come back ! The fierce and fiery 
light! 
Theo. Shrink not, dear love ! it is the light 

of day. 
Or. Have cocks crow'd yet ? 
Theo. Yes ; twice I've heard already 

Their mattin found. Look up to the blue iky ; 
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I& it not day-light there? And thefe green 

boughs 
Are frefh and fragrant round thee : every fenie 
Tcfla thee it is the cheerful early day. 

Or^ AyCy fo it is j day takes bis daily turn, 
Bifing between the gulphy dells of night 
like whitenM billows on a gloomy fea. 
Till glow-worms gleam, and liars peep thro* the 

dark. 
And wiII-o*-the-wifp his dancing taper light, 
Th^ will not com« again. 

(^Bending Jier ear to tJie ground) 

Hark, hark! Aye, hark: 
They are all there : I hear their hollow found 
Full many a fathom down. 

Theo. Be ftiU, poor troubled foul ! they*U 

ne'er return : 
They are for ever gone. Be well aflured 
Thou flialt from henceforth have a cheerful 

home 
With crackling faggots on thy midniglit fire. 
Blazing like day around thee ; and thy friends— 
Thy Imng, loving friends ftill by thy lide. 
To Ipeak to thee and cheer thee. — See my 

Orra! 
They are befide thee now ; doft thou not know 

them ? (Pointing to Eleanpraandf Alice.) 
Or. (gazhig at them with her hand held up to 
Jliade her eyes) 
No, no ! athwart the wavering garifh light. 
Things move and feem to be, and yet are nq* 

thing. 
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El. (going mar her) My gentle Orrai liail 
thou then forgot me ? 
Doll thou not know my voice ? 

Or. *Tis like an old tune to my ear return'i 
For there be thofe, who lit in cheerful halls 
And breathe fweet air, and fpeak with pleafant 

founds ; 
And once I liv'd with fuch j fonie years gone 

by; 
I wot not now how long. 

Hugh. Keen words that rend my heart 1—^ 
Tliou had'ft a home. 
And one whofe iaith was pledged for thy pro- 
tection. 
Urjl. Be more compofed, my Lord, fomefaiDt 
remembrance 
Returns upon her with tlie wcll-kno\jTi found 
Of voices once familiar to her ear. 
Let Alice fing to her fome fav'rite tune. 
That may loft thoughts recall. 

(Alice Jings an aid tunCj and Orra, "wJia 
lifkns eagerly and gazes on her wliile ^flie 
jings^ qftei^ards hw^s into a xvild laughS) 
Or. Ha, ha ! the witched air fings for tliee 
bravely. 
Hoot owls thro* mantling fog for mattin birds ? 
It lures not me. — I know thee well enough : 
The bones of murder'd men thy meafure beat. 
And fleftilefs heads nod to thee. — Off, I fay 1 
Why are ye here ? — That is the blefled fua. 
El. Ah, Orra ! do not look upon us thus ! 
Thefe are the voices of thy loving friends 
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That (peak to thee : this is a friendly hand 
That prefles thine fo kindly. 

(^Putting her hand upon Orra'^, wlio gives 
a loudjhriek and JfirinJcs from her uith 
hon^or.) 
Hart. O grievous ftate. (Going up to her) 

What terror feizesthee 
Or. Take it away ! It was the fw^athed dead : 
I know its clammy, chill, and bony touch. 

{Fixing her eyes fiercely on Eleanora) 
Come not again ; I'm llrong and terrible now : 
Mine eyes have looked upon all dreadful things; 
And when the earth yawns, and the hell-blail 

founds, 
ni 'bide the trooping of unearthly fteps 
With ftifF-clench'd, terrible ftrength. 

{Iloldmg her clenched hands over her head 
with an air of grandeur and defiance.') 
Hugh, (beating his breafi) 
A murd'rer is a guiltlefs wretch to me. 

Hart. Be patient ; *tis a momentary pitch ; 
Let me encounter it. 

(Goes up to Orra, and fixes his eyes upon 
her^ xvhich fiie^ after a moment^ fiirinks 
from and fceks to avoids yet filly as ffin^ 
voluntarily, looks at him again.) 
Or. Take off from me thy ftrangely-faften*d 
eye : 
I may not look upon thee, yet I muft. 

(Still turning from him, and fill fmtching 
a hafy look at him as before^ 
Unfix thy baleful glance : Art thou a fhake ? 
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Something of horrid power within thee dwells. 
Still, ftill that powerful eye doth fuck me in 
Like a dark eddy to its wheeling core. 
Spare me ! O fpare me. Being of ftrange power. 
And at thy feet my fuhje^ head 1*11 lay. 

(^Kneeling to Hartman, and bending her Jiead 
Jubmiffively.) 
EL Alas, the piteous fight ! to fee her thus } 
Tlie noble, generous, playful, (lately Orra ! 
Theo* (running to Hartman, and pti/hing him 
away with indignation) 
Out on thy hateful and ungenerous guile ! 
Think'ft thou 1*11 fuifer o*er her wretched ftate 
The flighted fliadow of a bale controul ? 

(Raijng Ovrajrom the ground) 
No, rife thou ftately flower with rude blalls 

rent; 
As honour*d art thou with thy broken ftem 
And leafets ftrew*d, as in thy fummer's pride. 
Tve feen thee worlhip*d like a regal Dame 
With ev*ry lludied form of mark*d devotion, 
Whilft I, in diftant filence, fcarcely proffer*d 
Ev'n a plain foldier's courtefy ; but now. 
No liege-man to his crowned miftrcfs fwortr. 
Bound and devoted is as I to thee j 
And he who offers to thy alter*d ftate 
The flighteft feeming of diminifh*d rev'rence, 

Muft in my blood (to Hartman) O pardon 

me, my friend ! 
Thou*ft wrung' my heart. 
Hart. Nay, do thou pardon me: I am t9 
^ blame: 



$5 ORRA : A TRAGia>n 

Tby nobler heart Ihall not again be wrung; 
But what can now be done ? O'er fuch wild 

ravings 
There muft be fome controul. 

Theo. Onone! none, none I but gentle iynr- 
pathy 
And wathftdnefs of love. ^ 

My noble Orra ! 
Wander where'er thou wilt ; thy vagrant ilep^ 
Shall followed be by one, who Ihall not weary. 
Nor e'er detach liim from his hopelefe taflc ; 
Bound to thee now as faireft, gentleft beauty 
Could ne'er have bound him* 

AL See how fhe gazes on him with a look„ 
Subfiding gradually to fofter fadnefs. 
Half faying that Ihe knows him. 

EL There is a kindnefs in her changing eye. 
Yes, Orra, 'tis the valiant Theobald, 
Thy knight and champion, whom thou gazeft 
on. 
Or. The brave are like the brave ; fo (hould 
it be. 
He was a goodly man — a noble knight. 
{To Theobald) What is thy name, young fol- 

dier ? — Woe is me ! 
For prayers of grace are faid o'er dying men. 
Yet they have laid thy clay in unblefl earth — 
Shame ! ihame ! not with the flill'd and holy 

dead. 
This fliall be reftified ; I'll find it out ; 
And mafies fhall be faid for thy repofe ; 
Thou Ihalt not troop with thefe. 



6RRA: a tRAGEDT. 97 

M. *Tis not the dead, 'tis Theobald himfelf 
Alive and well, who ftandeth by thy fide. 

Or. (looking wildly round) 
Where, where? All dreadful things are liear 

me, round me. 
Beneath my feet atid in the loaded air. 
Let him be gone ! The place is horrible ! 

Baneful to flefh and blood. The dreadful 

blaft! 
Their hounds now yell below i'the centre gulph; 
They may not rife again till folemn bells 
Have given the ftroke that fevers night from 
morn. 

EL O rave not thus ! Doft thou not know uS 
Orra ? 

Or. (hq/lily) Aye, well enough I know ye. 

Urft. Ha ! think ye that flie does ? 

-E/. It is a terrible fmile of recognition. 
If fuch it be. 

Hart. Nay, do not thus your reftlefs eye-balls 
move. 
But look upon us fteadily, fweet Orra. 

Or. Away ! your faces waver to and fro ; 
I'll know you better in your winding-flieets. 
When the moon fhines upon ye. 

Theo. Give o*er, my Friends j you fee it is iji 
vain ; 
Her mind within itfelf holds a dairk world 
Of difmal phantafies and horrid forms ! 
Contend with her no more. 



VOU III. H 
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{Mnter an Attendant in an abrupt diflurVd 

manner.^ 

Att. (to Eleanor^ (ifide) 
Lady I bring to you moft difmal news : 
Too grievous for my Lord, fo luddcnly 
And unprepared, to hear. 

EL (afide) What is it ? Speak* 

Att. (afide to El.) His fon is dead, all fwell*d 
and rack'd with pain ; 
And on the dagger's point, which the fly traitoB 
Still in his iliffenM graQ) retains, foul flains. 
Like thofe of limed poifon, fliew full well 
The wicked caufe of his untimely death* 

Hugh, (overhearing them) 
Who ipeaks of death ? What did'ft thou whimper 

there? 
How is my fon?—— What look is that thou 

wear'ft ? 
He is not dead ? •— — Thou doll not fpeak ! O 

God ! 
I have no fon. 

(After a paufe) 

I am bereft ! But this ! 

But only him ! — • Heaven's vengeance deals the 
ftroke. 
XJrJl. Heaven oft in mercy fmites ev'n when 
the blow 
Severeft is. 

Hugh. I had no other hope. 

Fell is the flroke, if mercy in it be ! 
Could this — could this alone atone my crime \ 
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Vr/h Submit thy foul to Heaven's all-wife 
. decree. 
Perhaps his life had blafled more thy hope» 
Than feV'n his grievous end. 
Hugh. He was not all a father^s heart could 

wifli} 
But oh, he was my fon I — my only fon : 
My child -«• the tiling that from his cradle grew 
And was before me ftill. — Oh, oh ! Oh, oh ! 
(^Beating his breafi^ and groaning deeply.^ 
Or. (jrmning up to him) 
Ha ! doft thou groan, old man ? Art thou ia 

trouble ? 
Out on it 1 tho* they lay hii4 in the mould. 
He's near thee ftill. — 1*11 tell thee how it is : 
A hideous burft hatli been : the damn'd and 

holy. 
The living and the dead, together are 
In horrid neighbourftiip. — 'Tis but thin vapour, 
!Eloating around thee, makes the wav'ring bound. 
Poh ! blow it off, and fee th'uncurtain'd reach. 
See ! from all points they come ; eartli cafts them 

up ! 
In grave-clothes fwath'd are thofe but new in 

death ; 
And there be fome half bone, half cafed in fhreds 
Of that which flefli hatli been \ and there be 

fome 
With wickered ribs, thro* which the darknefs 

fcowls. 
Back, back 1 — They clofe upon us. — Oh the 

void 

H 2 
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Of hollow unbalPd fockets flaring grimly. 
And liplefs jaws that move and clatter round 

us 
In mockery of fpeech ! — Back, back, I fay I 
Back, back ! 

(Catching hold of Hughobert and Theobald, 

and dragging them back with her in all the 

mldjlrength of frantic horror^ whil/l the 

curtain drops.) 



THE ENB. 



THE DREAM: 



A TRAGEDY, IN PROSE, 



IN THREE ACTS. 



« 5 



PERSONS OF THE DRAMA. 



MEN. 

OsTERLOo, an Imperial General^ 
Prior of the Monqjlery. 
Benedict, \ 
Jerome^ > Monks. 
Paul, ) 

^ V Officers in tiie Service dfthe Priory 

WOVELREID,) '^ of 

The Imperial Ambaffador, 

Officers fercing under Ofterioo. 
Sexton, Monks, Soldiers, Pealants, &c. 

WOMEN. 

Leonora. 

Agxes. 

Scene, the Monqflery qf &t.Mfi}irke in Sxvitzer^ 
land ; a Cqftle near it. 

Time, the middle of the 14/// C^turi/. 



THE DREAM. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I. — ^ Court ^within the Monajlery^ with 
a grated iron Gate opening into qn outer 
Courts through "which arejkenfeveral 'Peafcmtn 
waiting ; Jerome is di/covered on the front of 
the Stage J walking backwards and forwards in 
a diflurbed Manner y thenjloppmg andfpeaking 
to him/elf. 

Jer* 'TlWICE in one night the fame awfiil 
X yiiion repeated ! And Paul alfo ter* 
rified with a fimilar vifitation ! This is no com- 
xnon accidental mimicry of fleep : the flireds 
and remnants of our day-thoughts, put together 
at night in fom^ fanta^lic incongruous form^ 
as the driiling clouds of a broken-up ftorm piece 
th^mfelves again into uncertain Ihapes of rocks 
an^ animals. No, no ! there muft be fome great 
and momentous meaning in this. 

"(JEnter Benedict beliind him.) 
Pen, Some great and momentous meaning |n 
this I What art thou mufing upon ? 

H 4 
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Jer. Be fatisfied ! be f^tisfied ! It is not al« 
ways fitting that the mind Ihould lay open the 
things it is bufy withal, though an articulate 
found may fometimes efcape it to fet curiofity 
on the rack. Where Is brother Paul ? Is he ftiU 
at his devotions ? 

Ben. I believe fo. But look where the poor 

Peafants are waiting without : it is the hour 

when they expe6l our benefadlions. Go, and 

fpeak to them : thou haft always been their fa-» 

vourite confeffor, and they want cQufplation. 

{Beckoning the Peafants, "who thereupoi% 

advavjce through the gate^ while Jerome 

Jiretqhes out his hand to prevent. tfiemJ) 

, Jer. Stop there ! Come not within, the gatqs J 

J charge you advance no farther. (To Benedi6l 

angrily^ There is death and contagion in every 

one of them, and yet thou would'ft admit them 

ft) near us, Doft thou indeed expe6l a miracle* 

to be wrought in our behalf ? Are we not flelh 

^nd blood ? and does not the grave yawn for usi 

as well as other men ? 

{To the YeaikntsJiiU more vehemently^ 
Turn, I charge yoii, and retire without t^Q 
gate. 

ijl Peqf. Oh ! be not fo ftem with us, good 
Father ! There are ten new corpfes in the 
village fince yefterday, aad fcarcely ten men 
left in it with ftrength enough to bury them. 
The beft half V)f the village are now under 
ground, who, but three weeks gone by, were 
Jill alive and well. O do not chide us away ! 
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id Teaf. God knows if any of us fliall ever 
enter thefe gates again ; and it revives us to 
come once a day to receive your bleffings, goo(} 
Fathers. 

Jer. Well, and you Ihall have our bleffings 
my Children ; but come not fo near us; we arQ 
fnortal men like yourfelves, and there is con-^ 
iagion about you. 

\fl Peqf. Ah ! no, no ! Saint Maurice will 
take care of his own ; there is no fear of you^ 
Fathers. 

Jer. I hope he will ; but it is prefumptuous 
|x) tempt danger. Retire, I befeech you, and 
y6u (hall have relief given to you without tliQ 
gates. If you have any love for us, retire. 

(Tlie Peafants retire.') 

Ben. Well, I feel a ftrong faith within me, 
that our Saint, or fome other good fpirit, will 
take care of us. How is it that thou art fo 
ftlarraed and fo vehement with thofe good peo^ 
pie ? It is not thy ufual temper. 

Jer. Be fatisfied, I pray thee : I cannot tell 
thee now. Leave me to myfelf a little while.— r 
Wpuld to God brother Paul were come to me ! 
]3a ! here he is. 

(-Enter Paul ; and Jerome, after waiting impa* 
tiently till Benedict retires^ advances to him 
eagerly^) 
Was it to a fpot near the black monument in the 
stranger's burying vault^ that it pointed ? 
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Paul Yes, to the very fpot defcribed by thee 
yefterday morning, when thou firft told'ft me 
thy dream : and, indeed, every circumftarice of 
my laft night's vifion flrongly refembled thine ; 
or rather, I fliould fay, was the fame. The fixed 
frown of it's ghaftly face — — 

Jer. Aye, and the majeftic inotion of its 
limbs. Did it not wear a mantle over its right 
ihoulder, ^s if for concealment rather than 
grace ? 

Paul. I know not ; I did not mark that : but 
it ftrode before me as diftin6lly as ever mortal 
man did before my waking fight; and y^t 
as no mortal man ever did before the waking 
fight. 

Jer. But it appeg^red to thee only once. 

Paul. Only once ; for I waked under fuch 
a deep horror, that I dui-ft not go to ileep 
again. 

Jer. When it firil appeared to me, as I told 
thee, the night before laft, the form, though difc 
tinfilly, was but faintly imaged forth ; and me- 
thought it ntfe more powerfully to my imagina* 
tion as I told it to thee, than in the dream 
itfelf. But laft night, when it returned, it was 
far more vivid than before. I waked indeed as 
thou did'ft, imprefled with a deep horror, yet 
irrefiftible fleep feized upon me again ; and O 
how it appeared to me the third tiitie, like a 
palpable, horrid reality ! {Af^cr a pau/e) 

What is to be done ? 

I? 
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Taul What can be done ? We can flop no 
divifion of the Imperial army till one Ihall really 
march by this pafs. 

Jer. And this is not likely ; for I received a 
letter from a friend two days ago, by an exprefi 
jneffenger, who fays, he had delayed fending it, 
hoping to have it cooveyed to me by one of 
.^,Count Ofterloo's foldiers, who, with his dlvifion, 
fhould have marched through our pafs, but was 
PQw, he believed, to conduct them by a diffe- 
rent route. 

Paul. What noifc and commotion is that near 
the gate ? 

(Calling to thqfe "withotii) 
Ho there ! What is the matter ? 

ijl Peqf. (uitliottf) Nothing, Father ; but we 
hear a trumpet at a diflance, and they fay, there 
is an army marching amongft the mountains. 
Jer. By aU our holy faints, if it be fo — 
(Calling again to the ijl Pcaf.) 
Are ye fure it is trumpets you hear ? 

ijl Peqf. As fure as we ever heard any found,, 
and here is a lad too, who faw froin the top-moft 
crag, with his own eyes, their banners waving 
at a diflance. 
Jer. (to Paul) What think'ft thou of it? 
Paul. We mull go to the Prior, and reveal 
the whole to him dircfilly. Our own lives and 
thofe of the whole brotherhood depend upon 
it } there can be no hefitation now. 

Jer. Gome then ; lofe no time. We have d 
folemn difty impofed upon us. 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE II. 

An open Space by the Gate of the Monq/lery^ 
with a View of the Building on one Side^ while 
Rocks and Mountains^ wildly grandj appear 
in every other Diredion, and a narrow Pq/i 
through the Mountains opening to the bottom 
of the Stage, Several Peafants, both Men and 
fVomeny are difcovered^ waiting as iftojeejbme 
Sight ; a Trumpet and warlike Mvfic heard 
at a little dijiance. 

\Ji Peaf. Hear how it echoes amongft the 
rocks : it is your true warlike found, that makes 
a man's heart ftir within him, and his feet beat 
the ground to its meafure^ 

2rf Peaf Ah ! what have our hearts to dp 
with it now, miferable as we are ! 

\JiPeaf What have we to do with it! 
Speak for thyfelf. Were I to be laid in the 
grave this very night, it would roufe me to hear 
thofe founds which remind me of the battle of 
Laupen. 

26? Peaf Well ; look not fo proudly at me : 
though I have not yet fought for my country, I 
am of a good flock neverthelefs : my fatlier loft 
tiis life at Morgarteii, 

(Calling up to Morand, who now appears 
f:r ambling down thefdes of the rocks) 
Are they near us. Lieutenant ? 

Mor. They'll be here in a trice. I know their 

Enfigns already : they are thofe brave fellows 

* under the command of Count Oftedoo, who 
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did fuch good fervice to the Emperor in his lall 
battle. 

3^ Feaf. ( Woman) Aye ; they be goodly men 
no doubt, and bravely accoutred I warrant ye. 

4?A Feaf. (Old Woman) Aye, there be many 
a brave man amongll them I trow, returning to 
his mother again. My Hubert never returned. 

2d Feaf. {to Mor.) Count Ofterloo ! Who 
is he? 

Mor. Did'ft thou never hear of him ? He 
has been in as many battles as thou hafl been in 

harveft fields. 

nd Feaf. And won them too ? 

Mot. Nay, fome of them he has won, and 
ibme he has loll ; but whether his own fide 
were fighting or flying, he always kept his 
ground, or retreated like a man. The enemy 
never faw his back. 

i/? Fecf. True, Lieutenant ; I once knew an 
old foldier of Ollerloo's who boaftcd much of 
his General : for his men are proud of him, 
and would go through flood and flame for his 
fake. 

Mor. Yes, he is affable and indulgent to 
them, although paflionate and unreafonable 
when provoked ; and has been known to punifli 
even his greatefl; favourites feverely for a flight 
offence. I remember well, the officer I firfli 
ferved under, being a man of this kidney, 
and 

\fl Fecf. Hifl:, hifl; ! the gates ^e thrown^ 
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open» and yonder come the Monks in procei^. 
fion with the Prior at their head* 

{Enter Prior and Monks Jrom tlie M^»qff- 
tery^ and range tliein/elves on one fide Qjf 
tliejlage.^ 
Prior. (Jo the Peafants) Retire, my Children^ 
and don't come fo near us. Don't ftand near 
the foldiers as they pais neither, but go to your 
lioufes* 

ijl Woman. O blefs St« Maurice and your holyf 
reverence 1 W^ fee nothing now but coffins aad 
burials, and liear nothing but tlie ticking oi the 
death-watch, and the toUing of bells : do let us 
ftand here and look at the bj*ave fight* Lord 
knows if any of us may be above ground to ilear 
fuch anoliier, a'n it were to pafs tliis way bu^ a 
week hence. 

Prior. Be it fo then. Daughter, but keep at a 
diflance on the rocks, where you may fee every 
thing without communicating infe&ion. 

QTIie Peafants retire^ climbing among Jl the 
rocks : then enter bif the narr^ow pqfs at 
the bottom o/' iliejlage^ Soldiers marching 
fy martial mvjicy uiih Officers and Ot 
terloo.) 
Prior, (advancing^ and lifting up his handsi 

with folemnity) 
Soldiers and Officers, and tlie noble Chief 
commanding this band ! in the name of our 
patron St. Maurice, once like yourfelvcs a 
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valiant fi>ldier upon earth, now a holy, powerful 
laint in heaven, I conjure you to halt. 

iJlQffi (in the foremojl rank) 
Say you fo, reverend Prior, to men preffing for* 
wiurd as we do, to ihelter our head for the nighty 
and that cold wintry fun going down io fail 

upon us ? ;y 

ijl Sold. By my faith ! if we pafe the night 
here amongft the mountains, it will take ibme* 
thing befides prayers and benedi^ions to keep 
u$ aUve. 

ad Sold. Spend the night here amongft cha« 
mois and e^les ! Some miracle no doubt will 
be wrought for our accommodation. 

ijt Off. Murmur not, my Friends: here comes 
your General, who is always careful of you. 

Ofi. (advancing from th^ rear) 
What is the matter ? 

Prior, (to Oft.) You are the commander in 
chief? 

OJl. Yes, reverend Father : and, with all i*e- 
fpe£i and deftrence, let me fay, the night ad- 
vancea faft upon us, Maitigny is ftill at a good 
diftance, and we muft not be detained. With 
many thanks, then, for your intended civolities, 
we beg your prayers, holy Prior, with tbofe of 
your pious Monks, and crave leave to pafs on 
our way. 

Prior, (lifting his lumds as before) 

If there 'be any piety in brave men, I conjure 
you in the name of St. Maurige to Halt ! The 
lives of our wholej community depend upon it ; 
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men, who for your lives have offered to heav^ 
many prayers. 

OJl. Ho^ may this be^ my Lord? Who will 
attack your facred walls, that you fhould wailt 
any defence ? 

Prior. We want not. General, the fervice of 
your arms : my own troops, with the brave 
Captain who commands them, are fufficient to 
defend us from mortal foes. 

Soldiers, (murmuring) Mull we fight with 
devils then ? 

O/?. Be quiet, my good Comrades. (To Prior) 
Well, my Lord, proceed. 

Prior. A fatal peftilence rages in this neigh- 
bourhood ; and by command of a vifion, which 
has appeared three times to the Senior of our 
order, and alfo to another of our brotherhood, 
threatening in cafe of difobedience, that th^ 
whole community ftiall fall vidlims to the dread- 
ful difeafe, we are compelled to conjure you to 
halt. 

OJl. And for what purpofe ? 

Prior. That we may chufe by lot from th9 
firft divifion of the Imperial army which marches 
through this pafs, (fo did the vifion precifely 
direft us,) a man, who Ihall Ipend one night 
within the walls of our monaftery ; there to- 
undergo certain penances for the expiation of 
long-concealed guilt. 

OJl. This is very ftrange. By lot did you fay? 
It will be tedious. There are a himdred of my • 
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nleli who will volunteer the fervice. — Whatfity 
ye, Soldiers ? 

ijl Sold. Willingly, General, if you defire it. 
Yet I marvel what greater virtue there can be 
in beleagring the war-worn hide of a poor 
foldier, than the fat fides of a well-fed monk. 
• 0/t. Wilt thou do it, then ? 

ijl Sold. Aye ; and more than that, willingly,* 
for my General. It is not the firft time a 
cat-o*-nine-tails has been acrofs my back for 
other men's mifdeeds. Promife me a go6d 
flaik of brandy when I*m done with it, and I 
warrant ye 1*11 never w^inch. As to the faying 
of Pater-nofters, if there be any thing of that 
kind tacked to it, I let you to wit my dexterity 
is but fmall. 

Q/?- Then be it as thou wilt, my good friend ; 
yet I had as lief my own Ikin ftiould fmart for it 
as thine, thou art fuch a valiant fellow. 

Prior. No, noble General, this muft not be ; 
we muft have our man chofen by lot. The 
lives of the whole community depending upon 
it } we muft ftriftly obey the vifion. 

0/i. It will detain us long. 
. Prior. Nay, my Lord ; the lots are already 
prepared. In the firft place, fix men only fliall 
draw ; four repreferiting the foldiers, and two 
the oflBicers. If the foldiers are taken, they 
ftiall draw by companies, and the company that 
is taken ftiall draw individually ; but if the lot 
falls to the officers, each of them fliall draw for 

YOL^III, t 
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QJl. Let it be fo ; you have arranged it well. 
Produce the lots. 

(The Prior giving tkejigrij a Monk advances j 

bearing ajiand^ on which are placed three 

vqfes^ and Jets it near the front qf the 

Jiage.) 

Prior. Now, brave Soldiers, let four from 

your body advance. 

(Oft. points to four men^ who advance from 
Hie ranks.') 
OJl. And two from the c^ftcers, my Lord ? 
Prior. Even fo, noble Count. 

(Oft. then points to two Officers, whOj with 

the four Soldiers, draw lots from the 

^finallejl vqfe direded by the Prior.) 

ijl Sold. (Jpeaking to his comrades as the 

others are drawing) This is ftrange mummery 

i' faith 1 but it would have been no joke, I fup- 

pofe, to have offended St. Maurice. 

Prior, (after examining the lots) Soldiers, ye 
are free ; it is your Officers who are taken. 

iji Sold, (^as before) Ha ! the vifion is dainty 
it feems ; it is not vulgar blood like ours, that 
will ferve to ftain the ends of his holy lafti. 

( A Monk having removed two of the vq/eSy 
the Prior beckons the Officers to dram 
from the remaining one.) 
Prior. Stand not on order ; let him who ia 
neareft put in his hand firft. 

iji Sold, (ajide to the otfiers as tlie 0£Eicer& 

are drawing) 
Now by thefe arms ! I would give a monthV. 

13 
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pay that the lot fliould fall on our prim, pomp- 
ous lieutenant. It would be well worth the 
money to look in at one of their narrow win- 
dows, and fee bis dignified back-bone winching 
under the hands of a good brawny friar. 

0/i. {afide^ unrolling his lot) 
Mighty heaven ! Is fate or chance in this ? 

l/^ Qf* ipfid^ *^ Oft-) Have you got it. 
General ? Change it for mine if you have. 

OJi. No no, my noble Albert ; let us be 
honeft ; but thanks to thy generous friendfhip ! 

Prior. Now fliew the lots. (^All the Officers 
Jhew their lotSy excepting Ofterloo, who coiu 
tinues gloomy and thoughtful.) Has no one 
drawn the fable fcroU of elefl:ion ? (To Ofterloo) 
You are filent, my Lord ; of what colour is your 
lot? 

• OJl. (holding out hisjcrolt) 
Black as midnight. 

(Soldiers quit their ranks and crowd round 
Ofterloo, tumultuoit/ly .) 

ijl Sold. Has it fallen upon our General ; 'tis 
a damned lot — an unfair lot. 

2rf Sold. We will not leave him behind us, 
though a hundred St. Maurices commanded it* 

3^ Sold. Get within your walls again, ye cun- 
ning Friars. 

ijl Sold. A'n we fliould lie i* the open air all 
night, we will not leave brave Ofterloo behind 
us. 

Prior, (to Oft.) Count, you feem gloomy and 
irrefolute : have the goodnefs to filence thefe 

I 2 
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clamours. I am in truth as forry as any of you^ 
foldiers can be, that the lot has fallen upon you. 

ijl Off. (afide to Oft.) Nay, my noble friend^ 
kt m.e fulfil this penance in your Head. It is 
not now a time for fcruples : the foldiers will be 
mutinous. 

OJt. Mutinous ! Soldiers, return to your ranks.. 
(JjiOoking at themjfernly as theyjeem urmilltngly 
to obey) Will you brave me fo far that I mull 
repeat my command ? 

{They retire.) 
\ thank thee, dear Albert. {To \Jl Off.) Thou 
flialt do fomething in my ftead ; but it Ihall not 
be the fervice thou thinkeft of. {To Prior) 
Reverend Father, I am indeed fomewhat ftruck 
at being marked out by fate from fo many men ; 
but, as to how I Ihali a6l thereupon, no wife 
irrefolute. (To //r^ Sold.) Continue your march. 
The brave Albert fhall condu6l you to Mar- 
^tigny ; and there you will remain under his 
command, till I join you again. 

iji Sold. God preferve you then, my noble 
General! and if you do not join us again by to- 
morrow evening, fafe and fouud, we will not 
leave one ftone of that building ftanding on 
another. 

Many Soldiers at once. So fwear we all ! Sa 
fwear, &c. 

OJl* {aj[f liming a cheerful look) 
Go to, foolifli Fellows ! Were you to leave me iu 
a den of lions, you could not be more apprehen- 
five. Will watching all night by fome holy 
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flirine, or walking bare-foot through their mid- 
night aifleS) be fuch a hardihip to one, who has 
pafled fo many nights with you all on the cold 
field of battle ? Continue your march without 
delay j elfe thefe good fathers will count you.no 
better than a band of new raifed city troops^ 
with fome jolly tankard-chief for your leaden 
A good march to you, my friends, with kind 
hoilefles and warm fire-fides where you are 
going, 

iji Sold. Ah ! Wliat good will our fire-fides 
do us, wken we think how our General, is 
lodged ? 

0/i. Farewell ! March on as quickly as you 
may : you fliall all drink my health to-morrow 
evening in a good hogfiiead of rhenifli. 

Sold, (with others) God grant we may ! 
(i/? to Prior) Look to it, reverend Prior : if our 
Oeneral be not with us by to-morrow's funiet, 
St. Maurice will neither have monaftery nor 
monks on this mountain. 

O/?. No more! (Embracing ^j^ Officer ^ and 

Jhaking hands with others) Farewell ! Farewell ! 

(TJie Soldiers, qfier giving him a loudcheer^ 

march off with their Officers to martial 

mujic^ and EXEV^T Ofterloo, Prior, and 

Monks into the monajiery^ while the 

Peafants dijappear amongji the rocks. 

Manent Morand and Agnes, who has for 

jfbme time appeared^ looking over a crag.) 

4gn^ Morand, Morand } 

I 3 
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Mor. Ha ! art thou there ? I might have 
guefled indeed, that fo brave a figh* would not 
efcape thee. What made thee perch thyfelf 
like an eagle upon fuch a cragg as that ? 

Agn. Chide not, good Morand, but help me 
down, left I pay a dearer price for my fight 
than thou, with all thy grumbling, would'ft wifli. 

{He helps her doxvn.) 

Mar. And now thou art going no doubt to 
tell the Lady Leonora, what a band of gallant 
fellows thou haft feen. 

AgTL Affuredly, if I can find in my heari to 
^ipeak of any but their noble leader. — What is 
his name ? What meaning had all that drawing 
of lots in it ? What will the monks do with 
him ? Walk with me a little way towards the 
caftle, brave Morand, and tell me what thou 
knoweft. 

Mor. I fliould walk to the caftle and miles 
beyond it too, ere I could anfwer fo many quef- 
tions, and I have duty in the monaftery, befides« 

Agn. Come with me a little way, at leaft. 

Mor. Ah, Witch ! thou knoweft too well that 
I muft always do what thou bideft me. 

[Exeunt. 



THE dream: a TRAGODT. tl9 



SCENE III. 

2%^ Refediory of the Monajlery^ with a Jmall 
Table ^ on which are placed Rejrejhments^ dif 
covered in one Comer. JEnter Osterlooj^ 
Prior, Benedict, Jerome, and Paul, ^r. 

Prion Noble Ollerioo, let me welcome you 
here, as one appointed by heaven to purchafe 
our deliverance from this dreadful malady j anc( 
I hope the price to be paid for it will not be a 
heavy one. Yet ere we proceed further in this 
inatter, be entreated, I pray, to take fome re^ 
lirefliment after your long march. 

(^The table is placed near ^hejront of the 

Oft. I thank you, my Lord ; this is a gentle 
beginning to my penance : I will, then, by your 
leave. 

{^Sitting down at the table) 
I have faded long, and am indeed ibmewhai 
exhaufled. 

(After taking fbme reJreftMeni) 
Ah ! My poor Soldiers I You miift ftill en- 
dure two hours' weary maw^, before you find 
fuch indulgence. Your wine is good, reveren4 
Father. 

Prior. I am glad you find it fo j it is old. 

Oft. (cheerfully') And your viands are good 
too J and your bread is delicious. 

{Drinking another cup) 
I ihaU have vigour now for any things ■■ 
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Pray tell me fomething more of thiswonderful 
vifion : was it a Saint or an Angel that ap- 
peared to the Senior Brother ? 

Prior, (pointing to Jerome) 
{le will anfwer for himfelf, and (jpointing to 
P3,ul) this man faw it alfo. 

Jer. It was neither Angel nor Saint, noble 
^ount, but a mortal form wonderfully noble* 

Oft. And it appeared to you in the iifual 
manner of a dream ? 

Jer. It did ; at lead I know no fenfible cMC- 
tin6iion. A wavy envelopement of clarkueis 
preceded it, from which appearances feemed 
dimly to wake into form, till all was prefente4 
|>efore me in the full ftrength pf reality. 

Paul. Nay, Brother, it broke upon me at 
once i a vivid diftinjft apparition. 

Oft. Well, be that as it may ; what did ap^ 
pear to you ? A mortal man, and very noble f 

Jer. Yes, General. Methought I was re- 
rurning from mafs, through the cloifters that 
lead from the chapel, when a figure, ^s I have 
fcid, appeared to me, ^nd beckoned me to fol- 
low it. I did follow it ; for at firft I was neither 
ftfraid, nor even furprifed ; but fo wondi^rfully 
ft rofe in ftature and dignity as it ftrode before 
"me, that, ere it reached the door of the flraiir 
ger's burying vault, I was ftruck with unaccount* 
able awe. 

OJl. The ftranger's burying vault ! 
. Prior. Does any iudden thought flrike you. 
Count? 
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Ojl, No, no ! here's your health, Fathers j 
^drinking) your wine is excellent. 

Prior. But that is water you have juft now 
Swallowed : this is the wine. 

Oft. Ha ! is it ? No matter, no matter ! it ia 
very good too. (^ long paufe ; Ollerloo u?iA 
Ids eye$ fixed ihoughtjully on tlie ground.) 

Prior. Shall not our Brother proceed with 
his ftory. General ? 

Oft. Mod certainly : I have been lidening 
for it. 

Jer. Well then, as I have faid, at the door of 
the ftranger's burying vault it Hopped, and 
][)eckoned me again. It entered, and I followed 
it. There, through the damp mouldering tombs, 
it ftrode Hill before me, till it came to the 
farther extremity, as nearly as I could guefs, two 
yards weftward from the black marble monu- 
ment ; and then flopping and turning on me its 
fixed and ghaftly eyes, it ftretched out its 
h^ds 

Ofi. Its hands ! Did you fay, its hands ? 

Jjpr. It ftretched out one of them ; the other 
was covered with its mantle; and in a^voicB 
0iat founded — I know not how^ it founded ■ 
. Paul. Aye, Brother ; it was fomething like a 
voice, at leaft it conveyed words to tlie mind, 
]f;hough it was not like a voice neither. 

Jer. Be that as you pleafe : thefe words it 
folemnly uttered. — " Command the Brothers of 
|his monaftery, on pain of falling vi6lims to the 
peftilence now devaftating the country, to ftop 
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on its way the firft divifion of the Imperial 
army that fhall march through your mountain 
pafs; and chufe from it, by lot, a man who 
fliall abide one night within thefe walls, to 
make expiation for long concealed guilt. Let 
the fuffering be fuch as the nature of the crime 
and the conne6lion of the expiator therewith 
fliall di6late. This fpot of earth fliall reveal — *' 
It laid no more, but bent its eyes fl:edfaftly 
«pon me with a ftem threatening frown, which 
became, as it looked, keener than the looks of 
any mortal being, and vaniflied from my fight. 

Paul. Aye, that look ; that laft terrible look ! 
it awx)ke me with terror, and I know not how it 
vaniflied. 

Jer. This has been repeated to me three 
times ; laft night twice in the courfe of the 
night, while brother Paul here was at the fame 
time terrified with a fimilar apparition. 

Prior. This, you will acknowledge. County 
was no common vifitation, and could not but 
trouble us. 

0/i. You fay well. Yet it was but a 

dream. 

Prior. True; it was but a dream, and as 
fuch thefe pious men ftrove to coniSder it; 
when the march of your troops acrofs our moun- 
tains, a thing fo unlikely to happen, compelled 
them to reveal to me^ without lofs of time, 
what had appeared to them. 

OJl. A tall figure, you fay, and of a noble 
aipe£t ? 
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Jer. Like that of a King, though habited 
more in the garb of a foreign foldier of fortune 
than of a ftate fo dignified. 

(Ofterloo rifesfrom talk agitated.^ 

Prio7\ What is the matter. General? Will 
you not finifli your repaft ? 

0/L 1 thank you ; I have had enough. The 
night grows cold ; I would rather walk than fit. 

' (Going hqjlily to the bottom ofthejiage^ and 
pacing to andjro.^ 

Jer. (afide to Paul and tlie Prior) What think 
ye of this ? 

Prior, (afide to Jerome) His countenance 
changed feveral times as he liftened to you: 
there is fomething here different from common 
furprife on hearing a wonderful thing. 

(JEnter u Peafitnt hy the bottom of the Jlage^ 

bearing a torch.) 

Peq/l (eagerly^ as he enters) We hare found 
it, 

0/i. (Jlopping Jhort in his walk) What haft 
thou found ? 

Peqf. What the Prior defired us to dig for* 

Ofi. What is that ? 

Peqf. A grave. 

(Ofterloo turns from himfuddenly^ and paces 
up and down *very rapidly.) 

Prior, (to Peaf.) Thou haft found it ? 

Peaf. Aye, pleafe you, and in the very fpot, 
near the black monument, where your reve- 
fence defired us to dig. And it is well you fent 
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for my kinfinan and I to do it, for there is not 
a lay-brother in the monaftery ftrong enough to 
raife up the great Hones that covered it. 

Prior. In the very fpot, fay eft thou? 

Peq/l In the very fpot. 

Prior. Bear thy torch before us, and we*U 
follow thee* 

Omnes. (eagerly^ Ofterloo excepted) 
Let us go immediately. 

Prior, (to Ofterloo, "who Jiands Jixed to the 

Will not Count Ofterloo go alfo ? It is fitting 
that he fliould. 

O/?. (roujing hinnfelf) O, moft afluredly: I 
^ perfefl;ly ready to follow you. 
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ACT II. 

SCENlE I. — A burying Vaults almojl totally 

dark ; the Monuments and Grave Jlones being 

Jeen very dimly by the Light of a Jingle Torch^ 

Jiuck by the Side of a deep open Grave j in 

"which a Sexton is difcovered^ Jlanding leaning 

on his Mattock^ and Morand, above Ground^ 

m 

turning up, with his Jlieatlied Sword^ the looje 
Earth about the Mouth of the Grave. 

Mor. 'T^HERE is neither fcull nor bone 
A amongft this earth : the ground 
muft have been newly broken up, when that 
coffin was let down into it. 

Sex. So one fhould think ; but the earth here 
has the quality of confuming whatever is put 
into it in a marvellous fliort time. 

Mor. Aye ; the flefh and more confumable 
paxts of a body ; but hath it grinders in its jaws, 
like your carnivorous animal, to cranlh up bones 
and all ? I have feen bones on an old field of 
battle, fome hundred years after the action, 
lying whi]tened and hard in the fun. 

Sex. Well, a'nt be new ground, 1*11 warrant 
ye fomebody has paid money enough for fuch 
a good tenement as this : I could not wifh my 
own father a better. 
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Mor. (looking' down) The coffin is of an un- 
common fize : there mud be a leaden one within 
it, I fliould think. 

Sea^. I doubt that : it is only a clumfy fhell 
that has been put together in hade ; and 1*11 be 
hanged if he who made it ever made another 
before it. Now it would pine me with vexation 
to think I Ihould be laid in fuch a bungled piece 
of workmanfhip as this. 

Mor. Aye; it is well for thofe who fhall bury 
thee. Sexton, that thou wilt not be a looker on 

at thine own funeral. Put together in hafte, 

fayefl thou ! How long may it be fince this 
coffin was laid in the ground ? 

Sea:. By my fay, now, I cannot tell ; though 
many a grave I have dug in this vault, inilead 
of the lay-brothers, who are mighty apt to take 
a cholic or fhortnefs of breath, or the like, when 
any thing of hard labour falls to their Ihare. 
{After paujing) Ha, now^ ! I have it. When I 
went over the mountain fome ten years ago to 
viiit my father-in-law, Baldwick, the ftranger, 
who died the other day, after living fo long as a 
hermit amongfl the rocks, came here ; and it 
was fhrewdly fufpe<3;ed he had leave from our 
late Prior, for a good fum of money, to bury a 
body privately in this vault. I was a fool not 
to think of it before. This, 1*11 be fworn for it, 
is the place. 
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^Enter the Prior, Osterloo, Jerome, Paul, 

Benedict, and otJier Monks, *with the Peafant 

carrying light before them. They enter by an 

arcJied door at the bottom of tJie Jiage^ and 

walk on to the fronts when every one, but 

Ofterloo, crowds eagerly to the grave, looking 

down into it.) 

Prior. (Jo Sexton) What haft thou found, 
friend ? 

Sex. A coffin a'nt pleafe you, and of a fize, 
too, that might almoft contain a giant. 

Omnes. (Ofterloo excepted) The infcription— 
is there an infcription on it ? 

Sex. No, no 1 They who put thele planks to- 
gether had no time for infcriptions* 

Omnes. (as before) Break it open : — break it 
open. 

(They crowd more eagerly about the grave^ 
when, after a pavje^ the Sexton is heard 
wrenching open the lid qfllie coffin.) 

Omnes. (as before) What is there in it ? What 
haft thou found. Sexton ? 

Sex. An entire ikeleton, and of no common 
fize. 

O/?. (in a quick hollow voice) Is it entire ? 

Sex. (after a paiife) No, the right hand is 
wanting, and there is not a loofe bone in th^ 
coffin. 

(Oft. JJmdders andjleps back.) 

Jer. (to Prior, cfter a paufe) Will you not 
ipeak to him. Father ? His countenance is 
changed, and his whole frame feems moved by 
fome fudden convulfion. 
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(The Prior remains Jilenf) 
How is this ? You are alfo changed, reverend 
Father. Shall I fpeak to him ? 

Prior. Speak thou to him. 

Jer4 (to Ofterloo) What is the matter with 
you, General ? Has fome fudden malady feized 
you ? 

O/?. (to Jerome) Let me be alone with you, 
holy Prior ; let me be alone with you inftantly- 

Jer. (pointing) This is the Prior. — He would 
be alone with you. Father"": he would make his 
confeffion to you. 

Prior. I dare not hear him alone : there mud 
be witneffes. Let him come with me to my 
apartment* 

Jer. (to Ofterloo, as they leave the grave') 
Let me conduct you, Count. 

(^After "walking from it fome paces) 
Gome on, my Lord, why do you ftop fhort ? 

OJi. Not this way — not this way, I pray 
you. 

Jer. What is it you would avoid ? 

OJi. Turn afide, I pray you ; I cannot crofs 
over this. 

Jer. Is it the grave you mean ? We have left 
it behind us. 

OJI. Is it not there ? It yawns acrofs our 
path, dire6lly before us. 

Je. Indeed, my Lord, it is fome paces behind. 

OJi. There is delufion in my fight then y lead 
me as thou wilt, 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE IL 

TJve private Apartment of the Prior; enter 
Benedict, looking round as he enters. 

Ben. Not yet come; aye, penitence is not 
very fwift of foot. 

(JSpealctng to himfelfas lie walks up and down) 
Miferable man i — brave, goodly creature ! — ► 
but alas, alas ! moil fubdued ; moil miferable ^ 
and, I fear, mod guilty I 

Enter Jerome* 

jeforne here!— Doft thou know. Brother, that 
the Prior is coming here immediately to confefi 
the penitent ? 

Jer. Yes, Brother ; but I am no intruder j 
for he has fummoned me to attend the confef* 
fion as well as thyfelf. 

Ben. Methinks fome other p^rfon of our 
order, unconcerned with the dreaming part of 
this bufinefs, would have been a lefs fulpicious 
witneis. 

Jer. Sufpicious ! Am I more concerned in 
this than any other member of our community ? 
Heaven appoints its own agents as it lifteth : 
the Hones of thefe walls might have declared its 
awful will as well as the dreams of a poor friar, 

Ben. True, brother Jerome ; could they lit 
ten to confeffions as he does, and hold reverie^ 
upon them afterwards. 

VOL. Ill* K 
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Jer. What doft thou mean with thy reveries 
and confeffions ? Did not Paul fee the terrible 
vifion as well as I ? 

Ben. If thou hadft not revealed thy dream to 
him, he would have flept found enough, or, at 
word, have but jRown over the pinnacles with 
his old mate the horned ferpent, as ufuaJ : and 
had the hermit Baldwick never made his death* 
bed confeflion to thee, thou wouldfl never have 
had fuch a dream to reveal. 

Jer. Thinkefl thou fo ? Then what brought 
Qfterloo and his troops fo unexpeftedly by this^ 
route ? With all thy heretical diflike to miracu- 
lous interpofition, how wilt thou account for 
this? 

Ben. If thou hadfl no fecret intelligence of 
Oflerloo's route, to fet thy fancy a working on 
the ftory the hermit confeffed to thee, I never 
wore cowl on my head. 

Jer. Thofe, indeed, who hear thee fpeak fo 
lightly of myfterious and holy things, wiU 
fcarcely believe thou ever didft. — But hu(h t 
the Prior comes with his penitent j let us have 
no altercation now. 

Enter Prior a7id Osterloo* 

Prior, (after a pau/e, in which he Jeems agi^ 
taied) 

Now, Count Ofterloo, we are ready to hear 
your confeflion. To myfelf and thefe pious- 
Monks ; men appointed by our holy religion to- 
fearch into the crimes of the penitent, unburtheo 
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your heart of its terrible fecret ; and God grant 
you afterwards, if it be his righteous will, re- 
pentance and mercy. 

OJl. (making a Jign^ as if unable to JpeaJc^ 
then uttering rapidly^ Prefentjy, prefently. 

Jer. Don't hurry him, reverend Father ; be 
cannot fpeak. 

Ben. Take breath awhile, noble Ofterloo, 
and fpeak to us w^hen you can, 

O/t. I thank you. 

Ben. He is much agitated. (To Ofterloo) 
Lean upon me, my Lord. 

Prior, (to Benedi6l) Nay, you exceed in 
this. (To Ofterloo) Recolle6t yourfelf. General, 
and try to be more compofed. You feem better 
Aow ; endeavour to unburden your mind of its 
fiktal fecret ; to have it labouring within your 
breaft is protrafting a ftate of mifery. 

OJl. (feebly) I have voice now. 

Jer. (to Ofterloo) Give to Heaven then, a9 
you ought 

Ben. Hufh, brother Jerome! no exhortations 
jiow ! let him fpeak it as he can. (To Ofterloo) 
We attend to you moft anxioufly. 

OJl. (after Jlruggling for utterance) 
I flew him. . . 

Prior. The man whofe bones have now beeo* 
difcovered ? 

€yi. The fame : I flew him* 

Jtr. In the field. Count ? 

OJl. No, no ! many a man's blood has been 
on my hands there : — this is on my heart* 

K 2 
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Prior. It i^ then premeditated murder yo* 
have committed. 

OJi. Qiajlily) Call it fo, call it fo. 

Jer. (Jo Ofterloo, after apauje) And is this 
all ? Will you not proceed to tell us the cir- 
cumftances attending it ? 

Oft. Oh ! they were terrible ! — But they are 
all in my mind as the indiftin6l horrors of a 
frenzied imagination. 

{After affiort paiife) 
I did it in a narrow pafs on St. Gothard, in the 
ftormy twilight of a winter day. 

Prior. You murdered him there ? 

Oft. I felt him dead under my grafp ; but I 
looked at him no more after the laft defperate 
thruft that I gave him. I hurried to a diilance 
from the fpot : when a fervant, who was with 
me, feized with a fudden remorfe, begged leave 
to return and remove the body, that, if poffible, 
he might bury it in confecrated ground, as an 
atonement for the part he had taken in the 
terrible deed. —— I gave him leave, with means 
to procure his defire : — I waited for him three , 
days, concealed in the mountains ; — but I 
neither faw him, nor heard of him again. 

Ben. But what tempted a brave man like 
Ofterloo to commit fuch a horrible adl ? 

Oft. The torments of jealoufy (lung me to it. 
(JTtding his face mth his liands and then unc&oer-^ 
ing it) I loved her, and was beloved : — — • 
He came, — a noble ftranger 

Je7\ Aye, if he was in his mortal ftate, as I 

. 7 
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in my dream beheld him, he was indeed mod 
noble, 

OJi. (waving his hand impatiently) 
Well, well ! he did come, then, and flie loved 
xne no more. ■ With arts and enchantments 

he befotted her. Even from 

her own lips I received 

{ToJJing up his arms violently^ and then 

covering his face as before) 

But what is all this to you ? Maimed as he was, 

having loft his right arm in a battle with the 

Turks, I could not defy him to the field. 



After paffing two nights in all the 
toffing agony of a damned fpirit, I followed hiril 
on his journey 'crofs the mountains. — On the 
twilight of the fecond day, I laid wait for him 
in a narrow pafs ; and as foon as his gigantic 

form darkened the path before me 1 

have told you all. 

Prior, (eagerly) You have not told his name. 

Oft. Did I not fay Montera ? He was a noble 
Hungarian. 

Prior, (much agitated^ He was fo ! — He was 
fo. He was noble and beloved. 

Jer. (afide to Prior) What is the matter 
with you, reverend Father ? Was he your 
Friend ? 

Prior, (afide to Jerome) Speak not to me 
jiow, but queftion the murderer as ye wilL 
' Ben. (overhearing the Prior) 
He is indeed a murderer, reverend Father, but 
te is our penitent. 

^ 3 
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Prior. Go to ! what are names ? — Aik hu» 
what queftions you will, and finilh the confeit 
fion quickly. 

Ben. (to Oflerloo) But have you never till 
now confeffed this crime j nor in the courfe of 
fo many years refle6led on its dreadful tur- 
pitude ? 

O/t. The a6live and adventurous life of a 
foldier is moil adverfe to refle6lion : but often, 
in the ftillnefs of midnight, the remembrance of 
this terrible deed has come powerfully upon me j 
till morning returned, and the noife of the camp 
began, and the fortunes of thp day were before 
me. . ' . . 

Prior, (in ajevere voice) ,^ 

Thou hail indeed been too long permitted te 
remain in this hardened Hate. But heaVen^ 
fooner or later, will vifit the man of blood with 
its terrours. Sooner or later, he fhall feel that 
he ftands upon an awful brink ; and fhort is the 
ftep which engulphs him in that world, where 
the murdered and the murderer meet again, in 
the tremendous prefence of him, who is the 
Lord and giver of life. 

O/l. You believe then in fuch fevere retri- 
bution ? 

Prior. I believe in it as in my own exiflence/ 

OJi. (turning to Jerome and Benedi6l) 
And you, good Fathers, you believe in this ? 

JBen. Nature teaches this as well as revela- 
tion : we mud believe it. 

Jer^ Some prefumptuous winds, dazzled with 



THE dream: a tragedy. 135 

tlie funfhine of profperity, have dared to doubt ; 
but to us, in the fober fhade of life ; vifited too, 
as we have now been, by vifions preternatural 
and awful, it is a thing of certainty, rather than 
of faith. 

Oft. That fuch things are ! — It makes the 
brain confufed and giddy. — Thefe are tre- 
mendous thoughts. 

(^Leans his back againft the wall^ and gazes 
fixedly on the ground.) 

Prior. Let us leave him to the bittemefs of 
his thoughts/ We now mull deliberate with the 
brethren on what is to be done. There muft be 
•no delay'i the night «idvances fall. Condu6t 
him to another apartment : I mull aflemble a 
<:ouncil of the whole order. 

Jer. (to Ollerloo) We mull lead you to ano- 
ther apartment. Count, while we confider what 
is to be done. 

Oft. (roufed) Aye, the expiation you mean : 
let it be fevere ; if atonement in this world may 
be made. 

(Tur7iing to Prior as Jerome leads him qff^) 
Let your expiation be fevere, holy Father : a 
flight penance matches not with.Xi\cb a crinxe a$ 
mine. 

Prior. Be well affured it fhall be what it 
ought. 

Oft. (turning again and caching hold of the 
Prior*5 robe) I regard not bodily pain. In 
battle once, with the head of a broken arrow in 
my thigh, I led on the charge, and fuftained all 

J^ 4 
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the exertions of a well-fought field, till night 

clofed upon our vi6loiy. Let your penance he 

fevere, my reverend Father ; I have beea long 

acquainted with pain. 

[Exeunt Ofterloo and Jerome. 

Ben. You feem greatly moved, Father ; but 
it is not with pity for the wretched. You would 
not deftroy fuch a man as this, though his cringe 
is the crime of blood ? 

Prior, He fhall die : ere another fun dawQ 
pn thefe walls, he Ihall die. 

Ben. Oh, fay not fo I Think of fonie pther 
expiation. 

Prior. I would think of another, were there 
^ny other more dreadful to him than dea;th. 

Ben. He is your penitent. 

Prior., He is the murderer of my brother. 

Ben. Then Heaven have mercy on him, if he 

mufl find none here ! •. >. x 

Montero was your brother ? 

Prior. My only brother. It were tedious to 
tell thee now, how I was feparated from him 
^fter the happy days of our youth. 
I faw him no more ; yet he was ftill the deareft 
objeft of my thoughts. After efcaping death in 
many a battle, iie was flain, as it was conjec- 
tured, by banditti, in travelling acrofs the moun- 
tains. His body was never difcovered. Ah! 
little did I think it was lying fo near me I 

Ben. It is indeed piteous ; and you muft 
needs feel it as a brother : but confider th^ 
ganger we run, ^lould we lay violent hands oq 
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an Imperial General, with his enraged foldiers, 
within a few hours* march of our walls. 

Prior. I can think of nothing but revenge. 
Speak to me no more. I muft affemble th^ 
whole order immediately, 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

Jtnother Apartment : Enter Osterloo as from a 
Jmall Recejs at the bottom qfthe Stage ^ pacings 

baclctcards and forwards fever al times in an 

agitated Manner ;• then advancing fowly to the 
fronts where hejiands miijing and mutte7ing to 

Mrnfelffor fome Moments^ before lie fpeaks^ 

aloicd. 

Ofi. That this fmothered horror fliould burft 
upon me at laft! And there be really fuch 
things as the darkened fancy imageth to itfelf, 
when the bufy day is ftilled. — An unfeen world 
furrounds us : fpirits and powers, and the in- 
vifible dead hover near us ; while w^e in uncon-» 
fcious fecurity — Oh ! I have flept upon a fear* 
ful brink ! Every fword that threatened my 
head in battle, had power in \^« edge to fend 
me to a terrible account. — I have flept upon a 

fearful brink. Am I truly 

awake ? (Rubbing his eyes^ then grq/ping Jboe* 
ral parts of his body^firjl with one hand and then 
with the other) Yes, yes ! it is fo ! — I am 
Jieenly and terribly awake^ 
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{Paces rapidly up and down, and then Jlop^ 
ping Jliort.) 
Can there be virtue in penances fuffered by 
the body to do away offences of the foul ? If 
there be — O if there be ! let them runnel my 
body with ftripes ; and fwaith me round in one 
continued girth of wounds ! Any thing, that 
can be endured here, is mercy compared to the 
dreadful abiding of what may be hereafter, 

(Enter Wovelreid, behind Jbllo*a^d by 

Soldiers, "who range themjtlves at the 

bottom of the Jiage* Ofterloo turning 

round, runs up to him eagerly.) 

Ha ! my dear Albert, returned to me again^ 

with all my noble fellows at thy back ! m 



1 Pardon me j I miftook you for one of 

my Captains. 

Wov. I am the Prior*s Captain. 

OJl. And thofe men too ? 

Wov. They are the Prior's Soldiers, who have 
been ordered from diftant quarters to repair to 
the monallery immediately. 

OJl. In fuch hafte ? 

Wov. Aye, in truth ! We received our orders 
after fun-fet, and liave marched two good leagues 
lince. 

OJt. What may this mean ? 

Wov. Faith J know not. My duty is to obey 
the Prior, and pray to our good faint; and 
whether I am coiumaudcd to furprife the 
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ttroiig hold of an enemy, or protefil an execu- 
tion, it is the fame thing to me. 

Ofi. An execution! can ought of" this nature 
he intended ? 

Wov. You turn pale. Sir : wearing the garb 
of a foldier, you have furely feen blood ere now. 

O/i. I have feen too much blood. 

(Enter Prior, Jerome, Paul, and Monks, 
walkhig in order; the Prior holding a 
paper in his hand.^ 

Prior, (^ithfolemnity) Count Ofterloo, Lieu- 
tenant-General of our liege Lord the Emperor; 
authorized by this deed, which is fubfcribed by 
all the brethren of our Holy Order here pre- 
fent, I pronounce to you our folemn decifion, 
that the crime of murder, as, by the myfterious 
i^oice of heaven, and your own confeflJon, your 
crime is proved to be, can only be expiated by 
death : you are therefore warned to prepare 
yourfelf to die this night. Before day-break, 
you mull be with the inhabitants of another 
world ; where may the great Maker of us all 
4eal with you in mercy ! 

{Q^ex\ooJiaggexs hack from thefpot where 
he Jiood^ and remains Jilent.^ 

Prior. It i^^a fentence, Count, pronounced 
againil you from neceffity, to fave the lives of 
<our whol^ community, which you yourfelf have 
promifed to fubmit to j have you any thing to 
iay in reply to it i 
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OJl. Nothing : my thoughts are gone from me 
in the darknefs of aftonifliment. 

Prior. We are compelled to be thus haily and 
fevere : ere day-break, you muft die. 

()Ji. Ere day-break ! not even the light of 
another fun, to one fo ill prepared for the awful 
and tremendous ftate into which you would 
thruft him ! this is inhuman ! it is horrible ! 

Prior. He was as ill prepared for it, who, 
Vrith ftill fliorter warning, was thruft into that 
awfiil ftate in the narrow pafs of St. Gothard. 

Oft. The guilt of murder was not on his foul, 
» ■ ' ■ — Nay, nay, holy Prior! confider 
this horrible extremity : let the pain of the 
executioner's ftroke be twenty fold upon me ; 
but thruft me not forth to that ftate from which 
iny foul recoils with unutterable horror. ■ 



• — ■' ■ Never but once, to fave the 

life of a friend, did I bend the knee to mortal 
inan in humble fupplication. I am a Soldier ; 
in many battles I have bled for the fervice of 
my country : I am a noble Soldier, and I was a 
proud one ; yet do I thus ■ » Contemn not 
my extremity ! my knee is on the ground. 

Prior. Urge me no further. It muft not be j 
Tio relpite can be granted. 

Oft. (Jiariing up furiotifty from the ground^ 
and dramng hisfword) 

Then fubdue as you may, ftem Prieft, the 
ilrepgth of a defperate nian. 

(Wovelreid and Soldiers vujli forward^ ^cK 
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img behind fUm, and Jurrounding him on 

^veryjide^ and after a violent Jiruggle difi 

arm him.) 

Wov. What a noble fellow this would be to 

defend a narrow breach, though he Ihrinks with 

fuch abhorrence from a fcafFold. It is a piteous 

thing to fee him fo befct. 

Prior, (to Wovelreid) What fayeft thou. Fool ! 
Wov. Nay it is no bufinefs of mine, my Lord, 
I confefs. Shall we condu6l him to the prifon 
chamber ? 

Prior. Do fo ; and fee that he retain no con- 
cealed arms about him. 

Wov. I obey, my Lord : every thing Ihall be 
made fecure. 

(Exit Ofterloo, gtiarded hy Wovelreid and 
Soldiers, and^ at the fame time^ enter 
Benedi6t, hy the oppojite Jide^ who Jlands 
looking after himpiteoti/ly.) 
Prior. (Jlemly to Benedidl) What brings 
thee here ? Doft thou repent having refufed to 
concur with us in an a6l that preferves the com- 
munity ? 

Ben. Say rather, reverend Father, an a6t that 
revenges your brother's death, which the laws 

of the empire Ihould revenge. 

Prior. A fupernatural vilitation of* heaven 

hath commanded us to punilh it. . 

What ; doft thou fhake thy head ? Thou 

art of a doubting and dangerous Ipirit ; and 

beware left, fooner or later, the tempter do not 

lure thee into berefy. If reafon cannot fubdue 
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iiiee, authority fhall. ^ Return 

again to thy cell ; let me hear of this no more* 

Ben. I will, reverend Father. But for the 
love of our holy faint, bethink you, ere it be f oa 
late, that though we may be faved from the 
peftilence by this"^ bloody facrifice, what will 
refcue our throats from the fwords of Ofterloo's 
Ibldiers, when they fhall return, as they have 
threatened, to demand from us their General ? 

Prior. Give thyfelf no concern about this. 
My own bands are already called in, and a meC* 
fenger has been difpatched to the Abbefs Ma- 
iilda ; her troops, in defence of the churchy 
will face the beft foldiers of the empire. — — 
But why lofe we time in unprofitable conten- 
iSons ? Go, my Sons, (Jpeaking to other Monks) 
the night advances fafl, and we have much to 
do ere morning. 

{Knoclihig heard mthout'y 
Ea ! who knocks at this untimely hour ? Can 
the foldiers be indeed returned upon us ? — 
Run to the gate ; but open it to none. 

(Exeunt feveral Monks in hajie^ and pre^ 
Jently re-enter *with a lay-bi^other.') 

Lay^B. Pleafe ye, reverend Father ; the 
Marchionefs has fent a mefTen^er from the 
caftle, befeechinff vou to fend a ConfefTor im- 
mediately to confefs one of her women, who 
was taken ill yellerday, and is now at the point 
of death. 

Pi'ior. I'm glad it is only this, — 
What is the matter with the penitent ? 

13 



THE dream: a tragedy. 143 

Lay-B. I know not, pleafe you : the meffen- 
ger only faid, Ihe was taken ill yefterday. 

Prior. {JfiaJcing his head) Aye^ this malady 
has got there alfo. — I cannot fend one of 
the Brothers to bring infection immediately 

amongft us. What is to ' be 

done ? Leonora is a moll noble Lady ; and 
the family have been great benefa6lors to our 
order. — I muft fend fomebody to her. But he 
mud flop well his noftrils with fpicery, and 
leave his upper garment behind him, when he 
quits the infe6led apartment. Jerome, wilt 
thou go ? Thou art the favorite Confeffor with 
all the women at the caftle. 

Jer. Nay, Father; I muft attend on our 
prifoner here^ who has moft need of ghoftly 
affiftance. 

Prior, (to another Monk) Go thou, Anfelmo ; 
thou haft given comfort to many a dying peni- 
tent. 

Monk. I thank you, Fatlier, for the pre- 
ference ; but Paul is the beft of us all for ad- 
miniftering comfort to the dying ; and there is 
a ficknefs come over my heart, o*the fudden, 
that makes me unfit for the office. 

Prior, (to Paul) Thou wilt go then, my good 
Son. 

Paul. I befeech yon, don't fend me, reverend 
Father ; I ne'er efcaped contagion in my life, 
where malady or fever were to be had. 

Prior. Who will go then ? 

(A deep Jiknce.') 
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Ben. What ; has no one faith enough in the 
protedlion of St, Maurice, even pilrchafed, as it 
h about to be, by the Ihedding of human blood,^ 
to venture upon this dangerous duty ? I will go 
then, Father, though I am fometimes of a 
doubting fpirit. 

Prior. Go, and SU Mauficte prdte6l thee ! 

[Exit Ben» 
XrCt him go ; it is well that we get rid of him 
for the night, fliould they happily detain him €o 
long at the callle, ^ — He is a troublelhme, clofe* 
fearching, felf-willed fellow. He hath no zeal 
for the order. Were a mifer to bequeath hid 
poffeffions to our monaftery, he. would affift the 
disappointed heir himfelf to find out a flaw in 
the deed. — But retire to your cells, my Sons ; 
and employ yourfelves in prayer and devotion^ 
till the great bell warn you to attend the exe» 
Gution. 

[EXEUNT% 

SCENE III. 

An Apartment in the Cajile ; Enter Leonora and 
AoifJ^SyJpeaking as tliey enter. 

Ag. But (he is afleep now ; and is fo much 
and fo fuddenly better, that the Confeffor, when 
he comes, will be diffatisfied, 1 fear, that we 
have called him from his cell at fuch an unreal 
fonable hour. 

Leo. Let him come, neverthelefe j don't fend 
to prevent him* 
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Ag. He will be unwilling to be detained, for 
they are engaged in no common matters to- 
Bight at the monaftery* Count Oilerloo, as I 
^Id you before, is doing voluntary penance at 
the fhrine of St. Maurice to flop the progrels of 
this terrible malady. 

Leo. I remember thou did'il. 

Ag. Ah, Marchionefs ! you would not fay fo 
thus faintly, had you feen him march through 
the pais with his foldiers. He is the braved 
and mod graceful man, though fomewhat ad- 
vanced in years, that I ever beheld. -^ Ah, had 
you but fe^n him ! 

Ij&). I have feen him, Agnes. 

Ag. And I fpoke of him all the while, yet 
you did not tell me this before j Ah, my noble 
Miftreis and Friend ! the complexion of your 
cheek is altered ; you have indeed feen him, 
and you have not feen him with indifference. 

Leo. Think as thou wilt about this. He was 
the friend and fellow-foldier of my Lord, when 
we iirft married ; though before my marriage I 
had never feen him. 

Ag. Friend! Your Lord was then in the de- 
cline of life ; there mud have been great dif- 
parity in their friendfliip. 

Leo. They were friends, however ; for the 
Marquis liked fbciety younger than himfelf ; 
and I, who had been hurried into an unequal 
marriage, before I could judge for myfelf, was 
ibmetimes fooliih enough to compare them to^ 
gether, 

VOL. III. L 
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Ag. Aye, that tras natutal enough. (J^agerly) 
And what happened then ? 

LeOk (offended) Wliatjhiappehed then I (jinm^ 
ing herjelf up proudlifk) Nothing happened 
then, but fubduing the foolifli fancy of a girT^ 
which was afterwards amply repaid by the felfr 
approbation and dignity of a Wdman^ 

Ag. Pardon me, Madatn \ I ought to have 
fuppofed all this< But you haVe been long 4 
widow^ and Oilerloo id ftiU lininirrted; trhiit 
prevented you when free;. 

Let). I wai> %tlorant what the real ftate of hit 
fentiments had been in regard to me. But had 
this been otherwife ; received, as I wasj into the 
family of my Lord, the undowried daughter of 
a petty nobleman ; and left ^s I now am, by his 
confiding love, the fole guardian of his chil^en 
and their fortunes ; I cbuld never thitik of fiq^i 
porting a fecond lord oh the wealth entriifted 
to me by the firft, to the injury of his children. 
As nothing, therefore, has ever happened m 
€onfeqtience of this weaknefs of my youth, no* 
thing ever Ihall. 

Ag. This is noble. 

Leo. It 1% right. ——-«—— But here comet 
the father Confeflbr. 

Enter Benedict. 

You are welcome, good Father ! yet I am ahnoft 

afliamed to fee you ; for our lick perfon has be* 

come luddenly well again, and is now in a deep 

.fleep. I fear I ihall appeal* to you capricioul 



Itttd mch)nfid€arate in calliog you up at fo late au 
hour. 

Ben. Be not uneafy, Lsidy, upon this accountt 
I am glad to have au occafion for being abfent 
from the monailery for fome hours^. if you wiU 
permit me to remain here fo long. 

Leo. What mean you. Father Benedi6i ? 
Tour countenatice is fidemn and Ibrrowftil^. 
^hat is going on at the mouaftery ? (He^/kakes 
his hdad.) Ha ! will they be fevere with him in 
a voluntary •penance, fuhmitted to for the good 
of the order ? — ^ What is the nature of the pe- 
nance ? It is to continue, I am told^ but one 
sight* 

jBen. It will, indeed, foon be oven 

Leo. And will he be gone on the morrow ? 

Ben. His fpirit will, but his body remains 
wiih us for even 

Leo. (uttering ajhrtek) Death, doft thou: 
mean ? -r- O horror ! horror ! Is this the expia* 
mtion ? Oh mod horrible, mofl unjufl ! 

Ben. Indeed I confider it as fuch. Though 
guilty, by his own confeffion, of murder, com.* 
mitted, many year's fince, under the frenzy of 
paffion; it belongs not to us to infli6fc the 
puniihment of death upon a guilty foul, taken 
fi) fuddenly and unprepared for its doom. 

Leo. Murder! didft thou iay murder? Oh 
Ofterloo, Ofterloo ! haft thou been fo barbarousf 
and ^rt thou^in this terrible ftate ? —*- Muft thou 
liuis end thy days, and fb near me top ! 

Ben. Yqu feem greatly moved, noble Leo« 

L 2 
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nora: would you could do fomething more for 
him than lament. 

^Leo. (catching hold of Mrn eagerhf) . 
Can I do any thing ? Speak, Father : O tell' me 

how ! I will do any thing and every thing. 

Alas, alas ! my vaflais are but few, and cannot 
be aflembled immediately. 

Ben. Force were ufdefe. Your vafial% if 
they were afTembled, would not be perfuaded to 
attack the facred walls of a monaftery. 

JLeo. I did indeed rave foolifhly-: but what 
elfe can be done ? — - Take thefe jewels and 
every thing of value in the caftle, if they will 
bribe thofe who guard him, to let him efcape.— 
Think of it. — O think well of it, good Bene* 
dia I 

Ag. I have heard that there is a fecret paf- 
fage, leading from the prifon-chamber of the 
mbnaflbry under its walls, and opening to the 
free country at the bottom of the rocks. 

Ben. By every holy faint, fo there is ! and 
the mod fordid of our brothers is entrufled with 
the key of it. But who will be his condu3:or 2 
None but a Monk of the Order may pals the 
foldiers who guard him ; and the Monk who 
ibould do it, muft fly from his country for 
ever, and break his facred vows. I can oppofe 
the weak fears and injuftice oi* iny brethren, for 
misfortunes and dilgull of the world, not fuper« 
ftitious veneration for monailic fan£Hty, lias 
covered my head with a opwl ; but this I caanot. 
dow 13 
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Ag. There is the drefs of a Monk of your 
Qrder in the old wardrobe of the caftie, if fome 
perfon were di%uifed in it. 

Leo. Thanks to thee! thanks to thee, my 
happy Agnes ! I will be that perfon. — I will 
put on the diiguife> ■ Good 

Father ! your face gives confent to this. 

Ben. If there be time ; but I left them pre* 
paring for the execution. 

Leo. There is, there is ! — Come with me to 
the wardrobe, and we'll fet out for the mona& 
tery forthwith. — Come, come ! a few moments 
wiU carry us there. ^ 

(Exit, haJlily^joUowed by Ag. and Ben.) 



SCENE IV. 

A wood near tlie Cajlle ; the Stage quite dark : 
Enter Two Servants with Torches4 

\Ji Ser. This muft furely be the entry to the 
path, where my Lady ordered us to wait for 
thofe fame Monks. 

2d Ser. Yes ; I know it well, for yonder is 
the poftem. It is the nearefl path to the monail 
tery, but narrow and difficult. The night is 
cold : I hope they will not keep us long waiting. 

1/? Ser. I heard the found of travellers coming 
up the eaftem avenue, and they may linger be- 
like ; for Monks are marvelloufly fond of great 
people and of Urangers; at leafl the good 
F^th^r* of our mouaftery are, 

I- 3 
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'^d S^. Aye, in their late Prtort tihic tliey 
lived like Iwds themfelvtes ; and they are twit 
very humble at prefent, -^ fint there's light 
from the pofteiti : here they xidme, 

{Enter Benedic t, Lednowa ''Sijf^w^fed Ukt 
a Monk, tind Agness wkh u JBeq^itfi^^ 
€hak "ffvMtm o'oer *er.) 

Leo. (Jpeaking as jhe eniefrs) It is ti^U 
thought of, good Benedict:. Go thou before me 
to gain ferotfrer Baldwin, in the fiiA pl^ce j rtltj 
l*il -(^it ^it^out on the %>t we have agreed 
upon, until I hear the fignal. 

Sen. Thou comprehetadeft nie eotapleatly. 
Brother j fo God fpeed us both ! 

{To \Jl Ser.) 
Torch-man, go thou with me. This is the right 
path, I truil ? 

\Jt Set. Fear not, ^Father ; I know it well. 

(!Exit Ben. and ijl Ser.) 

Leo. (to Agnes, txfkile Jtie wofves her hand to 

lid Ser\'wnt to retire to ^ greater di/iance.') 

After I am admitted to the monaftery, fail not 

to wait for me at the mouth of the fecret paflage, 

Ag. Pear not ; Benedi6t hais deffcri1l)ed it fe 
minutely, I xiannot fail to drfcover it, 

Leo. What fteps are tbofe behind iirs ? Some-* 
body following lis from tlie caftie f 

■ » 

Enter 3d Servant m ha^f 

jjt? '8er, There are traveHers afrived at thS? 
gate, and d^fire to foe ^rdmitted fcnrthe nighty 
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Leo. In an evil hour they come. Return, dear 
Agnes, and receive them. Benighted flrangers, 
no doubt. Excufe my abfence any liow : go 
quickly. 

Ag. And leave you to proceed alone ? 

Leo. Care not for me: there is an energy 
within me now, that bids defiance to fear. 

(^Beckons to 2d Servant xvho goes out before 
her witii the torch^ and exit.) 

Ag. (niutteri^g to her/elf j as J/ie turns to the 
tq/ile) The evil ^irit hath brought traveHer8 
to ^s at this moment: but I'll lend tl^em to 
their chambers right quickly, and join h^ ajt th^ 
fecret paflSige, notwithftaridingt 

J^EXEIJVT^ 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I.—TAe Prifon^chamb^r of the Monq/^ 
tery : Osterloo is d^cweredj jittk^xin <i 
bending Pojlure^ "with his cknelied Hands 
prejffed upon his Knees and Ms Eyes Jised imi 
ike Ground^ Jerome J^anding jfy Hm^ 

Jer. T^ AY, fink not thus, my Son j the 
J-^ mercy of Heaven is infinite. Let 
other thoughts enter thy foul; let penitence 
and devotion fubdue it/ 

Q/?. Nothing but one fliort moment of divi* 
fion between this fl;ate of humanity and that 
which is to follow ! The executioner lets fall his 
axe, and the dark veil is rent ; the gulf is um 
covered ; the regions of anguifli are before me* 

Jer. My Son, my Son ! this mufl: not be j 
thine imagination overpowers thy devotion. 

O/?. The dead are there ; and what welcome 
(hall the murderer receive from that aflembled 
hoft ? Oh the terrible form that fl:alks forth to 
meet me | the fl:retching out of that hand ! the 
greeting of that horrible fmile ! And it is thou, 
who mull lend me before the tremendous ma* 
jelly of my offended Maker ! Incomprehenfible 
?md dreadful ! What thoughts can give bh 
image of that which overpowers all thought ! 
(Clawing his hands tightly over his heady afuf 
bending him/elf almo/i to the grotmd.) 
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Jer. (after a patife) Art thou entranced ? art 
thou afleep ? art thou ilill in thofe inward ago- 
nies of imagination? (Touchirig turn S^f^lf) 
Speak to me. 

Oft. (^Jlarting up) Are they come for me? They 
ihall not yet: Til ilrangle the firft man that 
lays hold of me. (Grq/pmg Jerome hy the throaty 

Jer. Let go your hold, my Lord ; I did but 
touch you gently to roufe you from your ilupor... 
(Oilerloo lets go his holdj and Jeromejhrinks 
to a di/tance.) 

OJl. I have grafped thee, then, too roughly. 
But ihrink not from me thus. Strong men have 
fallen by my arm, but a child might contend 
with me now. 

{Throwing him/elf back again into his chasri 
and bur/iing into tears.) 

Jer. Forgive me, my Son, there was a wild- 
ne& in your eyes that made me afraid. 

Oft. Thou need^ft not be afraid : tliou art a 
good man, and hail days of life fUU before thee; 
thou need'fl not be afraid. - 
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But, as thou art a good man, (peak to me, I 
conjure thee, as a man, not as a Monk : anfwer 
me as the true fenfe and reafon of a man doth 
convince thee# 

Jer. I will, my Son. 
- Q/L Doft thou in truth believe, that the very 
ipftant after life has left the body, we are forth* 
with awake and confcious in the world of Ipirits? 
Islo intermediate ftate of flumbering infen^ility 
between ? ' ^. 
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Jer. It is indeed my beliefs P^tb is Wt n 
^lort t^kough awful ^afe ; as it w«r^ ^ winking 
^f the eyes for a oi^oment. Wre ihut them in tiM 
iRTorld and open them in the next : gkiid tber^ we 
ibpeii t^m wkh fucb tneroafed vividn^& of 
isxiftence, that this life, in com]^i£w, uritt 
iippear but afv a ilate of dumber acui of drcsaivs. 
ju .i M -I I ' But wherefore doft thou croCs Ijiajie 
janns fi> dlofely on thy breaft, and coii thy&tf 
tG^iier & wr^etdbedily ! What ^ ti;^ natter, 
^y Son ? Art thou in bodily aoguifii^ 

OJL Tbe chilly night fl)oo4t9 ie^ cokkieis 
through isie^ 

Jer. O regard &ot tlie ^w>x feieiing^ i^ A 
flefhly frame, vhich thou fo foQU .inuft ^j^^ 
withal: a little time will now put ^ end to 
every thing that nature ^sgua endure« 

OJt. {ritifing his jhmd quickljf} 
Ha I how foon I Has the bell ftruck agaiQ 
fince I liftened to it laft ? 

Jer. No; but it will foon liiike^ and jiay^ 
l^eak i« at ha»d» Rouie ye then^ and occt^y 
the f&w minutes that i^main in a6bs |)f de^ 
votion becoming thine unhappy iiate. Q, my 
Son, pour out thy foul in penitent prayers to ao 
offended but merciful God. We, too, will pray 
for thee,. Months, nay years after thy deajtb, 
maffes fliall be faid for the r^>ofe of thy foul, 
that it may at laft he received into blifs^ O my 
unhappy Son ! pour forth thy Ipirit to God j 
and let thy prayers alfo afcend to our hleif€4 
Saint and Martyr, who will intercede for thee. 
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0/i. I cannot t 1 faav^ not thoughts for prayer^ 
H^ Th^ gulf yawns before me — the unknown, 
tlie«uiibounded, the unfathomaWe ! — - Pray43rs i 
prayers ! what prayers hath defpair ? 

Jer. H<^d, hold, refra6kory Spirit ! This «b«^ 

fKnacy is deftruftion. . I muft 

call in brother Bernard to affifl me : I cannot 
he anfwerable alone, in a fervice of fuch infinitu 
inomentt 

(Exit j md 'ofier a paufk^ in «wfcecA Oiler- 
loo feeim ahfbrhed m tke Jtupor of de^ 
^ JpaiVy enter Leonora difguybdJ) 

Jjeo. (coming eagerly Jbr*wardj end tkm JU>pm 
pingjkort to look at him) 
IHiere fe fome miftake in this : it is not Oilecloo* 

■ ! ■ — - 1. ■ . It is, it is ! but Oh, 

liow changed! Thy band, gfeat Godi ha« 
l>een upon him. 

{Going clq/er to him) 
Oflerloo J Ofterloo. 

0/i. I hear thee. Father. 

JLeo. (throwing q/ide her difgui/e) 
O no! it is no Father. Lift up thine eyes and 
fee an old friend before thee, witli deliverance 
in hef hand. 

(Holding out a key.) 
Oft. (looking up wildly) Is it a found in mj 
tears, or did any one fay deliverance ? 

(Gazing on her) 
What thing art thpu ? A form of magic or de- 
•fcfSon? 
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Leo. Neither, Count Ofterloo; but m old 
friend, bringing this key in her hand for thy. 
deliverance. Yet much I fear thou hail not 
ftrength enough to rife and follow me. 

0/i. {bounding from his feat) I have ftrength 
for any thing if there be deliverance in it. -^ 
Where go we ? They will be upon us immedi« 
ately. 

Leo. (lifting a Jmall lamp from a taUe^ and 

holding it to ejramine the oppojite wall) 

The door, as he defcribed it, is to the right of 

a fmall projedlion of the wall. — Here — ^here it 

is ! (Opens a Jmall door^ and beckons Ofterloo to 

follow her.) 

Oft. Yes, bleffed being ! I will follow Ate. 
— Ha \ they are coming I 

(Strides hajlily to the door^ while Leonora 
holds up the lamp to light him in to it^ and 
then going in herfelf Jliuts the doorjbffh/ 
behind her.) 



SCENE ir. 

An old ruinous Vaidt^ with ajirong grated Door 
on one Side^ through which the Moon-beams 
at^e gleaming ; on the other Side^ an old wind- 
ing Staircq/e^ leading from the upper Regions 
of the Monq/Ieri/j from which a feeble Light is 
Jee7iy increqji7ig by degrees; and prefently 
1*E0K0RA appears^ defcending the Stairs with 
a Lamp in her Hand^ followed by Osterloo. 
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As Jhe oxters J fomething on tJie Wall catcldes 
lier Robe J and Jhe turns round to di/entangle it^ 
* hending her Face clqfe to the Light. 

OJL {Jtopping to qljyi her^ and tJien gazing on 
her) 
Thou art fomething I have known and loved 
fbmewhere, though it has pafled away from my 
mind with all my better thoughts. ■ 
Great power of Heaven I art thou Leonora ? 

Leo. (^Jiniling) Doft thou know me now ? 

Oft. I do, I do ! My heart knew thee before, 
but my memory did not. 

(KneeUng and kifftng both her hands) 
And fo it is to thee — thou whom I firft loved— 
Pardon me, pardon me ! — thou whom I loved 
and dared not love ; — thou from whom I fled 
to be virtuous — thou art my deliverer. Oh! 
had I never loved another after tKee, it had 

been well. Knoweft thou 

it is a murderer thou art faving ? 

Leo. Say no more of this : I know thy ftory, 
and I came 

Oft. O ! thou camefl like a blefled Spirit to 
deliver me from many horrors. I was terribly 
beiet: thou had fnatched me from a tremendous 
brink. 

Leo. I hope fo, if this key prove to be thc} 
tight one. 
, Oft. {alarmed) Dofl thou doubt it ? 

Leo. It feems to me finaller than it ought to 
"be, when I confider that maflive door. 
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<lfi. Give it me. 
{Snatches, the key from hevj and runi to the 
door ; then turns the key in the lockf and 
finding it too JhmU^ Jiamps with his Jeety 
throws it from him^ and holds up hi$ 
clenched hands in deJpairJ) 
Xtoo. Oh, crofs fate I But I'll return again 
for the right one. Baldwin cannot be fo wicked 
as to deceive me, and Benedi6t is dill on the 
watch, near the door of the prifon-chamber. , 
Stay here till I return* 

{SJie afcends the Jiairs^ whilft Oflerloo learn 
Jus back to the wall^ frequently moving his 
body up and down with impatient agitation : 
a bell tolls ; OA.qx\oo Jiarts from his place% 
mnd Leonora de/cends again^ re-entering 
in great alarm.) 
Zeih Oh 1 I cannot go now : that bell tolls 
to warn them to the great hall : I fhall i^j^et 
them on their way. What is to be done ? The 
ftrength of three men could not force that heavy 
door, and thou art feeble and Ipent, 
. Q/i. (running fur iou/ly to the door) 
Defpair has ftrength for any thing. 

(Seizes hold of tJie door^ andj making txvo or 
three terrible efforts^ bur/Is it open with a 
loud jar.) 
Leo. Supernatural flrength has afllfled thee } 
now thou art free. 

(As Oflerloo and Leonora are about to pcfs 
on through the door, Wovek^id and titret 
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armed Soldiers appear* in the pch^ch begond 
it^ dnd oj^qfe their paffage.) 
Woo. Hold ! we are the Prior's Soldiers, and 
will fuflfer no prifoner to efcape, 
Ofl. Thofe who dare prevent me 1 
( Wr^ a fword froin one of the Soldiers, 
and^ fighting furioufl:g^ forces his "ocay pq^ 
Ihem ail^ (hey not daring to pztr/iie him ; 
"when Wovelreid Jeizing on Leonora ftr 
prevent her Jrom Jbllowing Jdm^ Jlie call^ 
out.) 
Leo. O let me pafs 1 and I'll reward you 
nobly. 

O/?. (returning to re/cue Leo.) 
Let go thine unhallowed grafp. 

Leo. For -Heaven's fake care not fbr me ! 
Save thyfelf — fave thyfelf ! I am in no danger* 
T^rti not again to light, when fuch terrible 
odds are againft thee* 

- X)/i. I have arms in my hand now, and my 
Ibes. are before me ! {Fights fiercely ageing 

till Morand, mth a firong band of* Soldiers, en^ 
teving the porch behind /urn, lie is overpowered 
and Jecured ; Leonora fi^iks doxcn by the wall in 
a Jwoon.) 

Wov. Give me a rope. We muft bind him 
fecurely ; for the Devil has put the ilrength of 
ten' men into him, though, but half an hour 
ago, his face was as pale as a moon-light icicle,; 
floid h^ Gould fcarcely walk without being lup^ 
ported. 12 
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Mor. Alas, alas ! his face has returned to its 
former colour; his head finks on his breaft, 
and his limbs are again feeble and liftleis. I 
would rather fee him fighting like a fiend than 
fee him thus. 

Wov. Let ns move him hence j would'ft thou 
flop to lament over him ? 

Mor. It was bale work in Baldwin to betray 
their plot to th(B Prior, for he took their money 
firfl ni be fwom. 

Wov. He had betrayed the Prior then, and 
all the community befides. 

Mor* Well, let us move him hence : this is 
no bufinefs of ours. 

[Exeunt Morand, Wovelreid cmd S6U 
diers, leading out Oflerloo* 

{Enter Agnes by tJie grated door^ and di/covers 

Leonora 07i the ground.} 

Ag. O holy Virgin ! On the ground, faint- 
mg and ill \ Have the barbarians left her thus ? 

{Chafing her temples and JiandC) 
She begins to revive. It is me, my deareil 
Lady : look up and fee me : thofe men are all 
gone. 

Leo. And Ofterloo with them ? 

Ag., Alas, he is. 

Leo. It is fated fo. Let me lie where I am t 
I cannot move yet, my good Agnes. 

Ag. Nay, do not yet defpair of faving the 
Count. 
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liCO. (^Jlarting up and catching hold qf her 
eagerly) 
How fo ? Is it pdffible ? 

. Ag. The travellers, arrived at the caftle, are 
the Imperial Ambaflador and his train. Night 
overtook them on the mountains, and they are 
now making merry in the halL 

Leo. Thank Heaven for this ! Providence 
has fent him hither* I'll go to him inftantly, 
and conjure him to interpofe his authority to 
fave the life of Ofterloo. Reprefenting his 
liege Lord, the Emperor, the Prior dare not 
dilbbey his commands, and the gates of the 
monaftery will be opened at his* call. Who 
^mes here ? Let us go. 

Re-enter Morand. 

Mor. (to Leonora) You are revived again ; 
I am glad to fee it. Pardon me. Lady, that I 
forgot you in your extremity, and let me con- 
du6l you fafely to the caftle. 

Leo. I thank you ; but my fervants are with- 
out. Let me go. Don't follow me, I pray 
you. 

Mor. Let me fupport you through the porch, 
arid 1*11 leave you to their care, fince you defire 
it. [Exeunt, Leonora fuppor&d by 

Morand and Agnes. 
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SCENE III. 

A grand Hall^ prepared for tJie JExecutim ; 
Soldiers are difcovered drawn tap on each Side 
of the Scaffold, with Benedict and Jeveral of 
the Monks on the front of the Stage. A beU 
tolls at meq/ured Intervals, with a deep paufe 
between ; cfter which enter Moeand,' hanging 
his Heudforrowfully.^ 

Ben., (Jo Mor.) Is he come forth ? 

ijl Monk. Haft thou feen him ? 

Mor. They are leading him hither, but they 
move flowly, 

i/? Monk. Thou haft feen him then j how 
does he look now ? 

Mor. I cannot tell tliee. Thefe few hours 
have done on him the work of many years : he 
feems broken and haggarded with age, and 
his quenched eyes are fixed in their fockets, 
like one who walks in fleep. 

Ben. Alas, alas ! how changed in little time 
the bold and gallant Ofterloo ! 

iJiMo7ik. Have I not told thee, Morand, that 
fear will fometinies couch under the brazen 
helmet as well as tlie woollen cowl ? 

Mor. Fear, doft thou call it ! Set him this 
moment in the field of battle, with death threat- 
ening him from a hundred points at once, and 
he would brave it moft valiantly. 

Be?i. {preventing iJlMovikfrom arfwering) 
Hufh, Brother ! Be fiot fo warm, good Lieu* 
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tenant ; we believe what thou fayeft moft per- 
fe6lly. The braveft mind is capable of fear, 
though it fears no mortal man. A brave man 
fears not man ; and an innocent and brave 
inan united, feai's nothing. 

Mor. Aye, now you ipcak reafon : call it 
fear then if you will, — But the Prior comes } 
let us go to our places. 

{They arrange themfelves ; and then enter 
the Prior, mth a train o/* Monks, who 
likewi/e arrange tliem/elves : a patc/e^ in 
which the bell tolls as before^ and enter 
OsTERLOo, fupported by Jerome and 
Paul, Wovelreid, and Soldiers follow« 

. ing.) 
. Prior, (meeting him with Jblemruty) Count 
Oftedoo. ; in obedience to the will of Heaven, 
for our own prefervation, and the jufl punilh- 
ment of guilt, I am compelled with the Monks 
(Of this monaftery over whom I prcfide, to fee 
duly executed within the time prefcribed, this 
difmal a6t of retribution. — You have, I truft, 
with the help of thefe holy men, as well as a few 
ihort monients would allow, clofed your mortal 
account with Heaven : if there be aught that 
refts upon your mind, regarding worldly con- 
cerns which you leave behind you unfettled, 
let me know your lad wiU, and it ihall be 

obeyed. 

(To Jerome, after pavfingfor an a^/wer) 

boil thou think he underftands m« ? 

M a 



164 THE dream: a TRAOEbY. 

• Jer. (to Ofterioo) Did you hear, ' ifly Son, 
what the Prior has been faying to you ? 

OJl.:l heard words through a multitude of 
founds. 

Jer. It was the Prior, defiring to know if you 
have any wilhes to fulfil, regarding worldly af- 
fairs, left behind you unfettled. — Perhaps to 
your foldiers you may, 

Q/?. (interrupting him eagerly and looking 
uildlif round) My foldiers ! are they here ? 

Jer. Ah, no ! they are not here ; they are 
houfed for the night in their diftant quarters : 
they will not be here till the fetting of to-mor- 
row's fun, 

Q/i. (groaning deeply) To-morrow's fun ! 

Jer. Is there any wifh you would have con- 
veyed to them ? Are there any of your officers 
to whom you would fend a meflage or token of 
remembrance ? 

O/l. Ye Ijpeak again imperfe6lly, through 
many ringing founds. 
(Jer. repeats the quejlion in ajlow di/lind voice.) 

\ * Oft. Aye there is : thefe, thefe 

(Endeavouring to tear off his cinSture and 
Jbme military ornaments from his drejs) ' 
I cannot hit upon thefe faftenings. 

Jer. We'll aflift you, my Son. 

( Undoing his cindttre or girdle^ <IJt.) 

OJf. (JUll endeavouring to do it hiinfelf^) .; > 
Afy* iword too, and my daggers. •— My lad 
remembrance tor them both. ^ 
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Jer. To whom, my Lord ? 

Oft. Both — all of them. 

Ben. (who has kept Jbrroufully at Jbme dif- 
tance^ now approaching eagerly) 
Urge him no more : his officers will themfelves 
know what names he would have uttered. 

( Turning to Oft. mth an altered voice) 
Yes, noble Count ; they fhall be given as you 
deiire with your farewell afie£tion to all your 
brave followers. 

Oft. I thank ye. 

Jer. And this is all ? 

Ofi. Nay, nay ! 

Ben. What is there befides ? 

Prior, {angrily) There is too much of this : 
and fome fudden refcue may prevent us. 

Ben. Nay, reverend Father, there is no fqar 
of this : you would not cut Ihort the laft words 
of a dying man ? 

Prior. And muft I be guided by thy admoni- 
tions ? Beware ; though Baldwin has not named 
ihee, I know it is thou who art the traitor. 

Ben. There is but one obje6l at prefent to be 
thought of, and with your leave, reverend 
Father, I will not be detered from it, (To Oft. 
i^ain in a voice of tendernejs) What is there 
beftdes, noble Ofterloo, that you would wifti us 
to do ? 

Oft. There is fomething. 

Ben. What is it, my Lord ? 

Oft. I wot not. 

Ben^. Then let it reft, 

M 3 
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Oji. Nay, nay! This— this 






(Pulling a ringfrtm hisjingeriaihkhjiitls on 
the grotmd.^ » ' ^ 

My handle wiH h6ld nothing. 

Ben. I ha\^ found it; and Wfaatfha^ I ^6 
with it? * 

, OJi. (in a faint hurried voice) Leonora — 
IcConora. 

Ben. I underftand you, my Lord. 

Prior. I am under the neceffity, Couirt Oft 
terloo, of faying, your time is run to its utttoft 
limit ; let us call upon you now for your kft 
exertion of nature. Thefe good brothers m^ 
conduct you to the fcaffold. (Jer. and Paul 
Jupport him towards the Jcaffold^ ^hile Benedict 
retires to a di/tance^ and turns his back to it.) 

Jer. Reft upon me, my Son, you have but a 
few paces to go, 

OJi, The ground finks under tpe ; my fed 
tread upon nothing. 

Jtr. We are now at the foot of the fcaffoldy 
and there are two fteps to mount : lean upon «9 
more firmly. 
* OJt. (Jimnbling) It is dark ; I cami<>t fee. 

Jer. Alas, my Son ! there is a blaze of tor^heft 

round you. -^ 

(After they are on thejcaffbld) J 

Now, in token of thy faith in heaven, aftd foti 

givenefs of all men, ratfe up thy clafped hatitis* 

(Seeing Oft. make a feeble effort^ he rttijcs 

them for him in a pqflure qf^devdtion) ' 

And now to heaven's mercy we comti^k tbeA 
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(Jerome and Paul retirej and two Execjn^ 
tioners prepare him for the blocks dnd 
ajffi/l Jiim to hteeL He then lays do7»n his 
liead^ and they hold Ms hands "while a tJiird 
'Executioner Jiands mth the raifed aa^e.') 
ijl Ea:. (Jpeaking cloje into his ear) 
Prefe my hand when you are ready for tlie 
ftroke. 

(-4 long pati/e.) 
He gives no iign. 
. 2d Ex. Stop, he will immediately, 

{AJecond paufe,}; 
Does he not ? 
l/l Ea:. No. . 

Prior. Then give the ftroke without it. 
(3^ Ex. prepares to give t/ie Jiroke^ when the 
Imperial Ambaflador rujlies into the hally 
followed by Leonora and Agnes, and a 
numerous train.) 
Am. Stop the execution ! In the name of 
your liege Lord the Emperor, I command you 
to ftop upon your peril. My Lord Prior, this 
is a treacherous and clandeftine ufe of your 
feignorial power. This noble lervant of our 
Imperial Mailer {pointing to Ofterloo) I take 
under my prote6lion ; and you muft firft deprive 
an Imperial Ambaflador of life, ere one hair of 
his head fall to the ground. 

Ben. ifunnmg to thefoaffold) Up, noble Ot 
terloo ! Raife up thy head : thou art refcued r 
thou art ii ee. 

M 4 
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Lea. Rife, noble Ofterloo \ doft them not know 
the voice that calls thee ? 

Ben. He moves not ; he is in a fwoon. 

(Raifes Ofterloo Jrcm the block whil/t Leo- 

nora bends over him mth anxious tender^ 

defs.) 

' Leo. He is ghaftly pale : yet it furely can' be 

but a fwoon. Chafe his hands, good Benedi£fc, 

while I bathe his temples. 

{JJier trying to re/hre khn) 
Oh, no, no! no change takes place. What 
tbinkeft thou pf it ? Is there any life here ? 

Ben. In truth I know not : this feems to me 
the fixed ghaftly vifage of compleat death. 

Leo. On, no, no ! he will be reftored. No 
ftroke has fallen upon him ! it cannot be denth. 
Ha ! is not that fomething f Did not his lips 
move ? 

Ben. No, Lady ; you but deceive yourfelf ; 
they moved not : they are clofed for ever. 

Leo. (wringing her hands) Oh it is fo ! it is 
fo! — after all thy ftruggles and exertions of 
defpair, this is thy miferable end! -^ Alas, alas! 
thou who didft bear thy creft fo proudly in 
many a well-fought field j this is thy miferable 
end! 

( Turning mioay^ and hiding lier face in the 
bofom of Agnes.) 
Ambqffl (ea:amining the body mof*e chfely) 
X think in very truth he is dead. 

ijl Gentleman of his Train. Yes j the fac« 
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never looks thus, till every fpark of life is ex- 
tiDguifhed. 

Ambajf. (Jurning fiercely to the Prior) How is 
this^ Prior ? What forcery has been here, that 
your block alone fhould deftroy its vidtim, when 
the flroke of the axe has. been wanting ? What 
account ihall I carry to my mailer of the death 
of his gallant General ? 

Prior. No forcery liath been pra6lifed on the 
deceafed ; his own mind has dealt with him 
alone, and produced the efie6ls you behold.^ 
And, when you return to Lewis of Bavaria your 
Mafter j tell him that his noble General, fre^ 
from perfonal injury of any kind, died, within 
the W4IU of this monaflery, of fear. 

Ambaffl Nay, nay, my good Prior j put the 
fool's cap on Uiine own he^^d, and tell him this 

tale thyielf. n w^ ^ Fear ! Ofterloo 

and fear coupled together ! when the lion and 
the fawn are found couching in the fame lair, 
we will believe thist 

. Prior, AH the Brothers of the Order will 
atteil it. 

Ambojl/l Away with the teftimony of your 
i:owled witnefles ! 

(Bec/coning Morand to come near") 
Morand, thou art a brave fellow ; I have 
known thee of old. Thou art the Prior's oflScer 
indeed j but thou art now under my protec* 
tion, and ibalt be received into the Emperor's 
iervice with encreafed rank : Speak the truth 
^eo, boldly j how died Count Ofterloo ? 
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» ■, 

Mor. In very truth then, my Lord^ accord* 
ing to my fimple thoughts, he died evett as the 
Prior has told you. 

Amhajf. Out upon thy hirelittg*« tongue 1 art 
thou notafhamed, thyfelf Mnearing a Soldier*s 
garb, to^ bkft a Soldier's fame ? There is no 
earthly thing the biUve Ofterloo was ever known 
to fear. 

Mot. You fay true, my Lord ; 'and on my 
fword's point Til maintain it againll any man as 
iloutly as yourfeif. But here is a pious Monk 
( pointing to Jerome) who will explain to you 
what I ihould Ipeak of but lamely. 

Jer. With the Prior^s permiffion, my Lord, if 
you will retire with me a little while, 1*11 inform 
you of this myfterious event, even limply as it 
happened. And perhaps you will then confefs^ 
that, called upon fuddenly, under circumftances 
impreffing powerfully the imagination, to put 
off this mortal frame, and fland forth in that tre- 
mendous prefence, before which this globe, with 
all its mighty empires, hangs but as a crifped 
rain-drop, fhivering on the threaded gofTamer j 
the braveft mind may, if a guilty one, feel that 
yithin which is too powerful for human nature 
to fuftain. 

Ambajf. Explain it as thou wilt ; I Ihall liflen 
to thee : but think not to cheat our Imperial 
Mailer of his revenge for the lofs of his gallant 
General. I fliall not fail, my Lord^Prior, to re* 
port to him the meek fpirit of your chriftiaa 
authority, which has made the general weal of 

12 
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the community fubfervient to your private re- 
venge ; and another month, I trufl, fliall not 
pafs over our heads, till a worthier man \potnU 
ing to Benedidl) Ihall poffefs this power which 
you have fo greatly abufed. ■ 



■ Let the body be removed, and laid 

in folemn ftate, till it be delivered into the 
hands of thole brave troops, who Ihall inter it 
with the honours of a Soldier* 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I. — A Grove near the Cq/ile, mth Part 
of the embattled Walls Jeen through the Trees : 
Enter Baron Baurchel and Walter Baur* 
ciLEL^fpeaking as they e7iter. 

Bar. TT AVE done, BroJ:her ; I can bear it no 
A A longer, Hadfl thou been bred in a 
cave of Kamfchatka, inftead of a raanfion of 
civilized Europe, this favage plainnefe had been 
endurable : but ■ 

Walt. I call a turnip a turnip, indeed, when 
other people fay it is a peach or a lie&arine ; I. 
call a pig a pig too, though they fwear it is a 
fawn or an antelope ; and they look at me, I 
confefs, fomewhat fufpicioufly, as if they ex* 
pe^ed to fee a tail peeping from under my 
jerkin, or fur upon my hands like a bear,— - 
You would have me civilized, would you ? It is 
too late in the day now, good footh ! 

Bar. Yes, the time is indeed gouQ by^ This 
bachelor's life has brutified thee pail all rQ« 
demption. Why did you not marry Bi:otbQr ? 
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Walt. Nay, you who have met with fo many 
goddefles and creatures of perfe6lion in the 
world, why did not you marry, Brother ? I who 
could light upon notliing better than women — 
mere women ; every one of them too with fome 
fault or failing belonging to her, as obvious as 
thofe white hairs that now look from under 
your peruke, was it any marvel that I did not 
marry ? 

Bar. Had your wife poffeffed as many faults 
as you do wrinkles on your forehead, you would 
have been the better for her ; (he would have 
laved thee, as I laid before, from brutification.' 

Walt. And your's would have faved you from 
dupification, dotification, and as many 'fications 
befides, as an old fentimental, hypocritical, 
greedy Dulcinea, can faften on a rhyme-writing 
beau, who is ftepping moll unwillingly, with his 
lace-cloaked hofe, over that ungracious line of 
divilion, that marks out his grand clima6keric. - 

Bar. Hypocritical ! greedy ! you don't know 
the delicacy of her mhid : nothing can be more 
tender, more refined, more difinterefted than 
her attachment to me. You don't underftand 
her. 

' Walt. Perhaps, I don't underftand the attach- 
ments of the fair fex now-a-days. An old rith 
fteighbour of mine informed me the other night, 
that he is going to marry his poor friend Spend- 
all's youngeft daughter, who has actually fallen 
in love with him ; and npthing, as he teBs me, 
almolt in your own words, can l>e more tender. 
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more difinterefted than her attachment* Not 
underftanding thefe matters. Brother, I'll freely 
cpnfefs to you I did not give much credit to his 
ftory ; but I may be wrong neverthelefs* I dare 
fey you believe it entirely* 

Bar. Ridiculous ! WTiat proofs can the io6L 
poffibly receive of her attachment ? 

Walt The very fame which the Countefs fo 
condefcendingly vouchfafes to yourfelf j flie ac» 
cepts of his prefents* 

Bur. The very fame ! No, no, Walter Baur* 
chel ; very different ! Does not every finile of 
her countenance, every look of her eyesj in* 
voluntarily exprefs her partiality for me ? 

Walt. Say, rather, every word of her tongue. 

Bar. With what generous enthufiafm did fhe 
not praife my fonnet to Senfibility* 
, Walt. Aye, Ihe is generous in what cofls her 
little \ for what are two or three liesj more or 
lefi, in the week's confeffion between her and 
Father Benedi^ ? She'll fcarcely eat a moutji- 
ful of partridge the lefs for it. 

Bar. O heartlefs infidel ! Thou would'ft mit 
trufl the fond fmiles of a mother careffing her 
rofy-faced infant. 

^fl/f. By my faith, fo I would, Baron, if that 
lame infant brought a diamond necklace or a gold 
Ihuff-box in his hand for every kifs Ihe beilowed 
upon him. Every fonnet you write coils you, 
one with another, a hundred louis d'ors. If all 
thfrXnoney vanity filches from rich poets could be 
IriDsferred to tiie podkets of poor o^es, verfe« 

VOL, m. N 
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jMaking would be as good a bufineft M ffioe- 
diaking, or any othef handicraft in the coiintr|r. 

Bar. Hold thy unhallowed tongue! Thdfe 
ihbje6ls are not for thy rude handling. What 
is all this grumbling intended for? Tell me 
What you want, and have done with it ; you who 
pique yourfelf fo much on your plain fpeaking; 

Walt Well, then ; I want you to let the next 
fix fonnets you write go unpraifed, and give the 
money that (hould have paid fot the prai£ 
nig of them, fix hundred louis d'ors, as I reckon, 
to Antonia. Is it not a fliame that your own 
ward and heir, in love with the Lady of this 
caftle, as you very well know, cannot urge his 
fuit with advantage, for want of the equipage 
and appendages becoming his rank ; while this 
conceited Count, by means of his diflnterefted 
mother, drains your purfe fo freely ; and is 
thereby enabled to ruin the pretenfions of him 
whom you ought to fupport ? 

Bar. His pretenfions are abfurd, and cannot 
be fupported. 

Walt. Why abfurd ? Is he not as brave, as 
Well born, as handfome, too, as his rival ? 

Bar. What fignify all his good qualities ? In 
the prefence of his miftrefs he is an idiot. 

Walt. It is true, he lofes all pofleflion of him- 
felf in that fituation, and therefore flie defpifed 
him, while the gay confidence of the 6ther 
delights her : but he fliould be fupported Jind 
encouraged. 
- Bar. How encouraged ? Silly fellow ! 



THE siege: a comedt. 179 

Walt He feels too fenfibly his difadvantages, 
ftnd they deprefs him. He feels that he is not 
entitled to pretend to Livia, but as the probable 
heir of your eftates ; while your fantaftical fond- 
ne& for this woman and her fon, makes it a 
dolibtful matter whether you may not be tempted 
I But hufti ! here flie comes with her new- 

ruddled face, bearing her morning's potation of 
flattery with her, for a flomach of moft wonder- 
ful digeilion. 

{Enter Countefs Valdemere, *who^ ofterjlighthf 
noticing Walter, 7^uns up carejjingly to the 
Baron.) 

Countefs. How do you do, my dear Baron ? 
I hope you have pafled the night in fweet re- 
pofe. — Yet, why do I hope it ? - You fcarcely 
deferve that I fliould. 

Bar. And why fo, Belinda ? 

Wait, (afide^ making a lip at them) Belinda, 
too ! Sweet innocents ! 

Bar. Why ftiould you not hope that I have 
pafTed the night in repofe ? 

Countefs. Becaufe I am vindictive, and would 
be revenged upon you for making me pafs a 
very fleeplefs one. 

Walt, (afide) Will die make love to him be- 
fore one's very face. 

Bar. Then I am a culprit indeed, but an 
innocent one. What kept you awake ? 

Countefs. O, thofe verfes of yours ! thofe dear 

N 2 
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provoking verfes ! they haunted me the wtiole 
night* (Baron bows.} But don't think I amgmng 
to talk to you of their beauties—- thofe tender 
eafy graces which they poffefs, in common wkh 
every thing that comes from your pen t I am 
going to tell you of their defeats. You know 
well my friendfhip for you, my dear Baron^ 
makes me fometimes fevere. 

Bar. (ajide to Walt.) There now, you Chuil) 
do you call this flattery ? (Aloud) My dear 
Countefs, your feverity is kindnefs. 

Countejs. Receive it then, asfuch; for indeed 
I muft be very fevere on the two laft lines of the 
fecond flanza, which have difturbed me exceed- 
ingly. In the verfes of an ordiiiary poet I 
ihould not find fault with them ; but in a work, 
w^here every thing befides is eafy, harmonious 
and correal, the flighteft defe6t is conQ)icuoais ; 
and I muft pofitively inlift on your altering 
them, though you ihauld hate me for being fo 
faftidious. 

Bar. {ajide to Walt.) There now, ungracious 
Canker-tongue, do you call this hypocrify? 
(Ahud) Madam, I kifs the rod in &> fair and 
fo friendly a han.:U Nay, it is a fceptre> to 
which I bow with devotion. 

Countefs. (to Walt.) You fee, good Sir, I take 
great liberties with the Baron, as, I doubt not, 
with the privilege of a brother, you youdelf 
fometimes do. 

IValt. Yes^ Madam, but my way of finding 
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iault with him is fomewhat different from 
yours. 

Countefs. Yet you ftill find his generous Ipirit, 
I am fure, fubmiffive to the rod. 

Walt. I can't fay I do, Madam* 

Countefs. You are unfortunate enx)ugli, per- 
haps, to ufe it unlkilfully. 

Walt I am fortunate at prefent, however, in 
receiving fo good a lefTon from you. Madam. 

Countefs. O no! there is no IkiU with me« 
There are perfons to whom one cannot fay one- 
half of what one really thinks, without being 
deemed a flatterer. 

Walt. In this, however, I have been more 
fortunate than you. Madam ; for I have faid to 
him what I have really thought for thefe forty 
years pafl, and have entirely elbaped that im- 
putation^ 

Bar. Aye, flattery is a fin thou wilt never do 
penance for. Thou can'fl: rub the fide of a 
galled jade with any tender-hearted innocent in 
Chrifl:endom, and be mighty fiirprifed withal 
that the poor devil fljould be fo unreafonable as 
to winch at it. 

Countefs. Nay, nay. Baron ! fay not this of fo 
good a brother, the flirewdnefs and penetration 
of whofe mind are tempered, I am fure, with 
many amiable qualities. 

Walt. Nay, pray. Madam, ipare me, and deal 
with but one of us at a time. Such words will 
intoxicate a poor younger brother like myfelf, 
^o is (carcely able to ge€ a fowl for his pot^ or 

N 3 
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new fecings for his doublet, and cannot therd* 
fore be fuppofed to be accullomed to them. 

Countefs. Sir, I underftand not your infinu- 
ation. 

Bar. Regard him not. Madam : how (hould 
a mind, noble and delicate as your own, conu 
prehend the uHworthy thoughts of conteiQpti- 
ble meannefs ? — Let me condu6l you to com- 
pany more deferving of you. Our fair Hoftefi, 
I fuppofe, is already in her grotto. 

Countefs. No, Ihe and my fon are to follow 
me. But you mufl not go to the grotto with 
me now : no body is to fee it till the evening. 

Bar. {pffermg to lead her out) A ftep or two 
only. 

Countefs. O, not a ftep for the world ! 

[Exit, Baron TcijIJing her hand as Jke 
goes off. 

Bar. {turning Jiercely upon Walt.) Tliy un. 
'mannerly meannefs is intolerable. Still hinting 
ait the prefents flie receives. Greedy as thou 
call^ft her, flie never alked a gift from me m 
her life, excepting my pi6lure in miniature, 
which could only be valuable to her as Ihe prized 
the original. 

Walt. Say rather, as her jeweller fliall prize 
the goodly brilliants that furround it. 

Bar. What do you mean ? 

Walt. What I Ihould have told you before, 
if flie had not interrupted us ; that her trinket- 
broker is this very morning coming fecretly, by 
appointment, to the caftle, to treat wilii her 
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for certain things of great value wliLch fhe wiftxes 
to difpofe of; and if your picture be not amongft 
them, I'll forfeit my head upon it. 

Bar. It is falfe. 

Walt. Here comes one who will confirm what 
I fay. 

Enter Dartz. 

Walt. I'm glad to fee you, Chevalier, for 
you can bear evidence to a ftory of mine that 
will not be believed elfe. 

Dart. This is a better reafon for being fo than 
moll of my friends have to give. 

Walt. Is not Hovelberg, the jeweller, coming 
fecretly to the caftle to-day to confer with the 
Countefs ? 

Dart. Yes, he told me fo himfelf ; and added, 
with a fignificant fmile, that fhe had fome of her 
old w^re to difpofe of, 

Walt. Do you hear that, Brother ? It was a^ 
much as to fay, flie had often had fuch truck- 
ings with him before. Aye ; you are not the 
only man who has thought his own dear refem- 
blance lapped warmly behind the ftomacher of 
his miftrefs, while, ftripped of its jewels, it has 
been toifed into the drawer of fome pi6lure- 
monger, to be changed into a General of the 
laft century, or one of the Grand-dukes of 
Auftria. As for you. Brother, they'll put «t 
black velvet cap on your head, and make you ^ 
good fombre do6tor of theology, 

K 4 
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Bar. You fliall not, however, make me the 
credulous man you think of, Walter Baurcbd^ 
with all your contrivances. 

Walt. And you don't believe us then ? 

Bar. Are you fool enough to imagine I do ? 

Walt That were foolifh enough, I grant you ; 
for though an old lover has generally a ilrang 
vein of credulity about him, the current of his 
belief always fets one way ; carrying withered 
nofegays, tattered billet-doux, broken pofies, 
and all kinds of trumpery along with it at fifteen 
knots by the hour. 

Bar. Walter Baurchel! Walter BaurcheU 
flefh and blood cannot endure the offenfive 
Virulence of thy tongue. 

Dart. He is indeed too fevere with you^ 
Baron ; but what he tells you of Hovelberg i8» 
neverthelefs, very true. 

Bar. I'll believe neither of you : you are both 
hatching a ftory toj deceive me. 

[Exit in anger. 

Walt. (^Jfirugging his Jfioulders and cqflmg 
up his eyes^ What (Irong delufion we poor 
mortals may be blinded withal! That poor 
brother of mine believes, that the woman who 
refufed to marry him when he was young and 
poor, yet finiles upon him, praifes him, accepts 
prefents from him when he is old and rich, 
muft certainly entertain for him a moft de» 
licate, difinterefted attachment ; and you might 
as well overturn the walls of that caflle with 
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one flroke of your foot as beat this abfurdit/ 
out of him. 

Dart. But you are too violent : it will not be 
beat out ; it muft be got out as it got in, with 
crafl and discretion. 

Walt. Then devil take me for attempting it! 
for.crafl I have none, and diicretion is a 
thing ' 

Dart. You will never have any thing to do 
with, I believe. 

Walt. What then is to be done ? If it were 
not that I cannot brook to fee the conceited 
overbearing "fon of this Jezebel, carrying off 
the miftrefs of Antonia, I would even let the old 
fool fit under tlie tickling of her thievifli fingers, 
and make as great a noodle of himfelf as he 
pleafes. — But it muft not be. — Fie upon it, 
Dartz! thou haft a good head for invention, 
while I, heaven help me! have only a good 
tongue for railing ; do thou contrive fome plot 
or other to prevent the di%race of thy friend. 

Dart. Plots are not eafily contrived. 

Walt. I know this, elfe I fliould have tried it 
myfelf. 

Dart. Are you well acquainted with the 
Count ? 

Walt. I am but juft come to the caftle, where 
I have thruft myfelf in, though an unwelcome 
gueft, to look after the intereft of De Bertrand ; 
and ftiould be glad to know fomething more of 
the man who has fo much intoxicated the gay 
livia. What kind of a being is he ? 
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Dart. It would puzzle me as much as the con* 
triving of your plot to anfwer that queilion* 
There is nothing real in him. He is a mere 
padcagQ of pretences, poorly held together with 
fenfe and capacity enough, were it not for 
one defeat in his nature, to make him all that 
he affe6is to be. He is a thing made up of 
feemings. 

TFalt. Made up of feemings ! 

'Dart. Even fo ; for what in other men is 
reckoned the fincereft part of their chara6ler^ 
his very felf-conceit, is affumed. 

Walt. And what is the defe6l you hinted at ? 

Dart. It has been whifpered to me by an old 
fchool-fellow of his, that he is deplorably defi- 
cient in perfonal courage ; whiih accounts fat 
his mother's having placed him in the regiment 
of a fuperannuated General, and alio, for the 
many <;omplaints he makes of the inadlivity of 
his commander. It is a whiQ)er I am inclined 
to credit ; and, if we mull have a plot, it ihall 
hinge upon this. 

JValt. My dear fellow! nothing can be betten 
Give it a turn or two in thy brains, and I'H 
warrant thou draweft it out again, fhaped into 
an admirable plot. Direct all thyfelf, and 1*11 
work under thee as a journey-man conspirator; 
for, as I faid before, I have a ready tongue, but 
a head of no invention. 

Dart. We mud fpeak of th^p another time. 
tSee who approaches. 

TValt. Ha ! the man we are ipeaking of, and 
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the deluded Livia, By my faith he has a ^e- 
cious appearance ! and the young fool looks at 
him too, as (he would not look at a worthier 
man, whofe merit might be tarniflied with a few 
grains of modefty, 

(^Enter Valdemere and IjIvi a j followed Ig 
Jeanette carrying a bajicet Jilled mtk 
JlowerSy ^c. 

Dart (to Liv.) Permit me. Madam, to pay 
you my profound homage. 

Liv. You are welcome here. Chevalier : what 
accident procures me this pleafure ? (AJtde to 
Count) He'll make one more at our midnight 
revel in the grotto, 

Vald. (AJtde mthfome chagrin^ Are there not 
enow of us ? 

Dart. Being in this part of the country on 
military duty, I could not refift the pleafure of 
paying my refpedts at the caftle : and I honeftly 
confefs I had a fecondary motive for my vifit, 
expe6ting to find amongft your guefts, my old 
i'riend and fchool-fellow Antonia. 

Liv. Baron de Bertrand, you mean. He 
was here yefterday, but I really forget whether 
he went away or remained in the evening, 
(Affeding to yawn) Is he with us, or not 
Count ? 

Walt, (ajide to Dart.) Meet me ;by-and-by in 
my chamber. My tongue is unruly, and I had 
better go while I can keep it between my teeth. 

[Exit. 
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Lk\ Does not his amiable relation there, 
who fteals from us fo quietly, know where he 
is? 

Fald. If you are in queft of your friend. 
Chevalier, had you not better enquire at fome of 
the peafants' houfes in the neighbourhood? 
There may be fome beauty in the village, per- 
haps, whofe auguft prefence a timid man may 
venture to approach, particularly if her charms 
ffiould be fomewhat concealed behind the 
fiiendly flax of her diilaff. 

Dart, Pardon me. Count ; I thought my 
iriend had afpired to a beauty, whofe charms 
would have pleafed him, indeed, behind the 
flax of a diftaff, but will not, 1 truft entirely in* 
timidate him from the more brilliant fituation 
in which fortune has placed them. Aye ; that 
glance in your eye, and that colour in your 
cheek, charming Li via, tell me, I am right. 

itr. They fpeak at random then; for it 
would puzzle a much wifer head than I wear on 
my ftioulders to fay what are his pretenlions. He 
vifits me, it is true, but fuddenly takes his leave 
again, and the very next day, perhaps, as fud* 
denly returns. 

Vald. Like poor pufs with roafted chefhuts 
before her, who draws back her burnt paw every 
time fhe attempts them, but will not give up 
the attack. He may, however, after fome more 
of thofe hafty vifits, find courage for it at 
laft. ' 

VarL There is one attack, however, for 
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H^hich he never lacks courage ; when the ene* 
mies of his country are before him. 

Fald. True ; he is brave in the field, but he 
is fortunate alfo. He ferves under an a6live 
Commander, while I wafle my ardour in liftlefs 
ina6tivity. 

Dart. Cheer up then, noble Count, I have 
good news to tell you upon this fcore# 

Vald. On this fcore ! Is any change to take 
place ? (/w a feeble voice.) 

Dart, (after a pauje) You are too well bred 
to be impatient for an anfwer. 

Vald. O no ! You miftake me ; I am very im- 
patient ; I am on fire to hear it. 

DarL Expand then your doughty breall at 
thoughts of the glorious fields that are before 
you : your old General is fet afide, and the moft 

enterprifing man in the fervice, Count 

himfelf is now your Commander. {^After a 
moTnentary patife^ and eyeing him keenly) Silent 
joy, they fay, is mofl: fincere; you are, I per- 
ceive, confiderately and profoundly glad. 

Vald. (ajfimting Juddenly great animatio7i) 
O immeafurably fo. Great news indeed i — 
Strange— I mean very admirable news, if one 
could be fure it were true. 

Dart. True ! Who doubts, what delights 
him? 

Vald. I thought the regiment was promifed 
to another perfon ; I was not prepared to hear 
it- 

Dart. So it appe9re4« 
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Void. But I am deliglited — I can't expreik 

it ; — I'm glad to a folly. Tol de rol — tol de 

rol -* 

(Singing andjicipping about affeQedly.^ 

Liv. Cruel creature ! to fing at what, per- 
haps, will make others weep. 

Vald. Weep! — No I don't weep. I am 
happy to a folly, but I don't weep. (Skipping 
about again.) Tol lol de rol ! — plague take thefe 
ilones ! this ground is abominably rough. 

Dart. Fie upon it ! any ground is finooth 
enough for a happy man to Ikip upon. 

Liv. You fmile, Dartz j your news is of your 
own invention. 

Dart. Not abfolutely. Madam; there was. 
iUch a rumour. 

VaM. (eagerly) A rumour ! only a rumour 1 
Why did you fay it was true ? 

Dart. To give you a moment* s pleafure, Valde- 
mere. If you have enjoyed it, you are a gainer j 
and the difappointment, I hope, will not bresd^ 
your heart. 

Vald. It is cruel indeed. But who can feel 
difappointment in this fair prefence. (Boxving to 
Liv.) Let us go to the grotto, charming Livia ; 
we wade our time here with folly. — Give me 
thy bafket, child, (to Jean.) I'll dilpofe of every 
chaplet it contains to admiration. 1*11 hang 
them all up with mine own hand. 

Liv. Don't be fo very adlive : you pofitively 
Ihan't follow me to the grotto : I told you fe 
before. 
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Vald. Pofitive is a word of no politive mean- 
ing when it enforces what we diflike. How- 
ever, fince you forbid it, I will not follow you ; 
I'll go by your fide, which is far better, and fup- 
port your fair hand on my arm, {^Putting Livia*^ 
arm in his with conceited confidence.') 

Liv. What a fophiftical explanation of my 
words ! a heretical theologian is a joke to you. 

Vald. (Cajling a triumphant look behind him to 
Dartz, as fie leads her off) Good morning, Che- 
ralier, you go in queft of your friend, I fup- 
pofe. Pray tell him to take courage, and be 
lefs diffident of his own good parts, and he may 
at laft be promoted, perhaps, to the good graces 
of his Quarter- Matter's daughter. 

Dart. No body at lead, who fees Count Val- 
demere in his prefent fituation, will think of re- 
commending modefty to him. 

[Exeunt Vald. and Iav. followed by Jean.) 

Dart. Impudent puppy ! his triumph fhall be 
ihort. Blind woman ! are dattery and impu- 
dence io neceflary in gaining your favour, that 
$11 other qualities, without them, are annihi- 
la,ted ? He Ihall this very night pay dearly for 
hiis prefumption. [Exit. 
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ACT II. 

SCENE 1. — A roo7n in the Cajlle ; enter^ Wict4 
TER Baurchel and Dartz, by oppojite Sides* 

Walt.T TA, my good Friend! punctual to « 
A X wifh ! You have got your head ftored 
I hope with a good plot. 

Dart. I am at leaft more in^he humour for it 
than I*was. I have found his conceit, and arro^ 
gance more intolerable than I imagined*. I 
have touched him in the weak parttoo^ and find 
him vulnerable, 

Walt. Well, but the plot. 

Dart. I have difcovered alfo a trait of villainy 
in him, that would prick me on to the charge 
were I fliiggifti as a tortoife". 

Walt. So much the better. Now for the 
plot. 

Dart. As I pafled jufl now through the little 
green copfe near the poftern, a beautiful girl 
crofled my way, and in tears. 

Walt. Tut ! fhe has croffed thy wits too. 

Dart. Have patience ; flie*ll be ufeful, — I 
queftioned her gently. 

Walt. Aye ; gently enough I doubt not. 

Dart. And find Ihe is filler to that Ihrewd 
little fellow the Count's page : that her afiec- 
tions have been gained and betrayed by Valde- 
mere j and flie is now hovering about the cafU^ 

II 
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for an opportunity of upbraiding him^ or in the 
vain hope, perhaps, of moving bis pity. 

Walt. She has nioved thy pity at lead j what 
has all this to do with our plot ? 
^ Dart. A great deal : I am telling you before 
hand what we fliall have to work upon : a plot 
cannot, any more than a coat, be made without 
tnaterials. 

Walt. Well, but fhew me thy pattern firft, 
and, talk of the buttons and buckram afler- 
uralds. 

Dart. Be it fq then, fince you are to impa- 
tient.* There is a friend of mine ilationed about 
a league hence with his regiment ; where he is 
to Wait till he is joined by another detachment 
of the ?irmy, as the enemy, it is feared, may 
peoetrate to thefe parts, and overrun the coun- 
try. I mean to go to him immediately ; make 
him privy to our defign, and engage him to 
letid a party of his foldiers to make a fham 
attack upon the caftle at midnight, when we 
fliail all be aflembled at this fanciful banquet in 
the grotto. 

Walt, (nodding his Jiead) Good. 

Dart. Valdemere then, as the gallant foldier 
he affects to be, and the favoured admirer too of 
the lady, muft of courfe take upon himfelf the 
defence of her caftle. 

Walt, (nodding again) Very good. 

Dart. This will quell his prefumption, I tnift j 
attd e^pofe him to , Livia for the very paltry 
lieing that he is. 

VOL. HI. o 
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Walt Aye^ fo &r good ; yoa^fi make htM 
furtherance to the piot out of this. 
- Bvrti Sctoe furtherance to the pldt ! Why 
this^ the plot iffelf. " 

ftr^A The^lot itfelf ! Any fimple man id the 
coiHitry mfght have devifed l» intath As this 
comes to. 

Daft. It does not pleafe you then btesroftli 
is nfM intricate. But don% deQ)iib It eiktirely ; 
t}]A:^h the outline is fimple, tricks andf contti* 
vances to work up the mind of our Ti6tiitl fH 
the ftate that is fuited to our purp(^, wfil en- 
rich it as we proceed ; and the Page I htve 
mentioned, provoked by the wrongs of his flftei^ 
will be our fubtle and diligent agent. Nsj^^ 
fliould we draw Valdemere into great di^race^ 
we may bribe him, by concealmg his diflieiMMf» 
td marry the poor girl he has wronged* 

Wait. Ha! this indeed is fomething Uke ii 
plot, -— And Antonio's marriage with L^fift, 
how is that to be fiailened to the end of it ? * 
* Darf. Nay, I have no certain hook, I confeffi^ 
to hang that upon. It muft depend oa the 
Baron ; for unleft he declare Antonio his heir, 
he wHl never venture to propofe hitnftlf As a 
tnatch for the well^dowried Livia. But we flriA 
manage matters ill, if we cannot draw tfie 
Baron into our fcheme* 

Walt. Then a fig for your plot ! It is as imre 
of invention as the palm of my hand. 
' Dart This is always the cafe with fehefe wt^ 
lack invention themfelves: they lot iii^ 
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j)leafed with that of any other perfoo, if it be 
Hot briftled over wiih, contrivances like a h^ge* 
hog. And I muft be allowed to Ikjy Mr. Wal- 
ter Baufchely that be who raeks his brains for 
your fervicey works for a thanklefi mafler. 

WalL He works for an honefl one, then. 

Dart. Away with the honefty that cannot 
afford a few civil words to a fHend, who is 
dding his beft to oblige you ! As much duplicity 
as this amounts fjOy would not much contaminate 
your virtue. 

fValL Well, well, I am wrong, perhaps, bat 
thou art as tefty as myfelf. 

Dart Becai^ I won't bear your untoward 
humour. Some people find every body tefly 
who approaches them, and marvel at their own 
bad luck. — fiut no more <^this : let us think 
of our friend. Does the Baron believe what 
you told him of Hpvelberg's appointment with 
the GoiAitefi ? 

WcUt. He makes a (hew of not believing rf, 
but I think he has his own fuipicions at bottom i 
tm \A» valet teik me, he has fent to d^re Ho* 
telberg to ipeak with him as foon as he arrives. 

Dmrt Here comes De Bertrand; I heaf Kkl 
fteps. 

WfU. ^t be retierned to the caftle ? 

JDixtt. Yes J I forgot to tell you fo, you were 
in fuch a hurry for your plot. 

Walt Silly fellow! he eaAnot ftay ftway ^m 
bis d^ridoua nkiftre^^ thd^gh the firft glance 
4>f Jher eye finks him to a poltron at onee. 
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JEnter Antonio. 

AnL (to Walt.) Good morning, gentle Kinf^ 
nian j — but methinks you are not very glad to 
fee me ; thefe are not looks of welcome. 

WalL Thou art one of thofe that trouble me. 

Ant. I am of a pretty numerous clais of bdngs 
then, from the kitten that gnaws at yqur ihoe- 
ilring, to the Baron, who ipoila your^beft pen in 
writinjg love-verfes to his miftrefs. 

Walt. Well ; and they would torment any 
man. Love-verfes ! with fuch an old painted 
hypocrite for the obje6l of them ! 

Ant. His firft love, you know ; his Delia* 

TFalt. His Delia! His delufion. Is there 
fuch a thing as witchcraft in the world ? I believe 
in good earneft' there is. Her dominion over 
him is a myflery } a more than Egyptian 
blindnefs. 

Ant. Nay, you have yourfelf in a good degree 
to blame for it, my good Sir. Had you en- 
couraged his humour, harmlefs as it is ; beftow- 
ing fome praife on his veifes, and lefs abufe on 
the too youthful cut of his peruke, flie could 
never have taken pofleifion of him as fhe has 
done. 

' Walt. Praife his verfes, and not abufe his pe- 
nike ! it had been beyond the felf-denial of a 
feint. 

. Dart. And had you —— 
. Walt, (to Dart.) One aflailant at a time, i£ 
youpleafe, 

14 
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Dart. Excufe me. Sir ; I muft lieeds iay, had' 
you even paid a little attention to the Countefs 
herfelfi when Ihe firft renewed her intimacy 
with the Baron^ ihe; would have been )e& an*. 
xious, perhaps, to eflrange; him.firom hiajold 
friends. .*' 

Walt. Attention to her! I could not .hasve. 
done it . to gain myfelf, like Mahomet, the^ en^: 
trance to the feventh heaven. I muft tell people 
plainly what I think of them, though I Ihoidd 
hang for it. . 

Dart. Had you iaid ftarve for it, you had- 
named the fate that more commonly attends 
plain ipeaking. 

Ant. And in telling people diiagreeable truths 
to gratify your own humour too, aye you fur- 
prifed, my good Sir, that they Ihould not be 
edified thereby ? 

Walt, (to Ant.) What, young Soldier, you are 
become a plain fpeaker too. 

Ant. Juft to flie w you. Sir, how agreeable it . 

is. 

Walt. Ha, ha, ha ! Well ; thou haft the better? 
of me now. Would thou could'ft prate as briikly.; 
to thy miftrefs ! that would do more for thee in 
one hour than all thy bafhful tenderheis in ^ 
year. \ 

Ant. I might 1 fhould indeed — -^ I de- 
fend not my weaknefs. — You promifed on this 
point to Ipare me. 

Walt. Aye, the very found of her name 4uellt 

.03 • 
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diy Qririt, and makes, thee hefitale aa^ ftartttlier 
10» a'culprit. It is provokihg. -^^ i • • 

DarU Yoa pn^efi a violent deteftation ^^ 
ebnoeity iil7ilv*ewd Sir} where^ then, ii'your' 
iiiiialgence for mod^y ? v^ ^^ ^ ■- 

Walt, You miftake the matter, Daitz. Yoopi 
fnmA there, has as good a conceit of him&lf as 
aoy man ; he is not modeft but faaflMu]'} a weak* 
Qefi too that only befirts Jiim in the prefene^ of 
liis imftrefs* Qy this good fift of mine ! it^piro«> 
vokes me almofl to tlie cu4gelling of foch m 
ifaiaccQuntable ninny« But I would eudgd thee, 
and ferve thee too, De Bertrand^ Take eou^* 
rage ; yfk have a plot in our heads to inake ^ 
man of thee fit laft. «! 

Dart, (afide^ puMng Walt, h/ ihejtefv^y Saf 
not a word of the plot : bis &nfe of honoui* is 4l 
delicate, he wQuld recoU at it. 

Ant A plot did you fay ? ■ * ^ 

Walt. Aye^ a kind of a plot ; — that is to flrjft* 
~-^ What kind of a plot is it Dartz ? 

Dart. Have you forgot youp own fcheme for 
cheating ^he virtuofo, when your cabinet of 
antiquities comes to the hammer ? 

Wult. By my fey ! this memory of mine is not 
worth a pinch of tobacco. (Seeing Ant. look at 
his watch) Art thou going any where ? 

-Ant. No } — • I did tl^iiik •:?!—— I believe I fliall 
take a turn on the terrace. 

Dart, (to Ant.) I underftand you: take i( 
tttsn in the cabinet of paintings rather ; that 
will fuit your purpofe. better. 
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Ant. May I prefume to go there ? 

Walt. Prefume, Simpleton! That impudent 
puppy of a Count lords it in her dreffing^room. 
Go thy ways! (pqffUng him (iff the Jia^e uith 
JUght anger : Exit Antonio,) Tliat, >^9W 
provokes me; yet there is fomething ip^^|jlj[m 
diat goes fb near my heart i he is more fiJki^,^tOr 
me than his Mood entitles him to be : h^ is4ike 
a part of myfeif. .)■ ,; . 

Dart. Not the leaft like it* .. Now th^tr.youf 
have taught us to ^ak plainly, I mufl. tie<id% 
foy, were he at all like yourlelf> you would^ 
d^nherit him in llie oourfe of a month* ; , , .. 

WaiL You are right, perhi^*—-* But ala^i b^. 
would not be much the poorer for being. difin* 

l^ritedbyme* O that old. fool of a bf other i I 
could flog him for his poetry ! 

Dart. Have patience, and we., may find A 
better way of dealing with him. If we could' 
perfuade him to diiguiie him£idUriike a diamond 
merchant, and accompany Hovelberg w)ien hfi. 
vifitft the Countafs, he woidd be convinced of 
the true nature of her regard for liim. . . ■/ 

Walt. An excellent thought ! This is juft.wbai 
was wanting to make our plot really like a 
plot* 

Dart. Vm ^ad it pleafes you at laft.-— Be* 
fi>m I leave the caftle to negociate with ihy^ 
friend for his myrmidonsj^ 1*11 find out th^ 
Baron, and endeavour to peiTuade him. 

Walk -Heaven profper thee ! but retu^m, 
thou goeft, and let me know the refidt, - 

o 4 
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Dart Depend upon it. > / 

■ . . '^ • • ■• 'li . ^ ■;. • ■' 

SCENE 11. 

« 

^ jRoom Jl2^»^ ti^eYA Paintings^ an^ Qtii^ry^a, 
enriched with (Jarving and Ojmamenfs^ (^.^ 
Enter Valpemeee and Antonio. . ,., 

Void. Here are fome good paintings, DeBer- 
trimd ; if you have any tafte for the art^^they 
willpleafe you. This Guido on the left » a 
divine thing. The Magdalen in Count Ondn*' 
berg's collection was confidered as rupierior to 
it ^ but I always maintained this .to b^ the bfeil 
painting of the two, and the world have at laft 
adopted my opinicm. I' have ^lwa3rs decidedly 

thought But you aure not lookmg at it. Is 

there any thing in that door to arreftyour at- 
tention ? The carving on it is but indifferent^. 

Ant. I thought I heard footfteps. . JShe's 
coming. 

Void. Pooh ! ' ihe won^t be here this half hour ; 
fo you need not yet take alarm, as if an enemy 
were advancing upon you. 

Ant. You connect the idea of alarm with an 
enemy ; would I had firmnels to face what I 
love ! You are a happy man, Valdemere, and a 
bold one too, moft affuredly : what would not I 
give for a little of your happy felf-poffeffion. 

Vald. Aye ; it is an article of fome value : 
^»^ who can't poffefs himfelf, muft not expeCt to 
poffeis tis miftrefs. 
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AnL A very fpecious maxim this, from a 
young fellow's mouth with the manlinefs of 
well-curled whilkers to fupport it : yet I have 
feen the embarraf&nent of a diffident character 
plead its own caufe more effectually than the 
eloquence of a brazen-browed Barrifter. At 
leaft I have always felt it have more power over 
me. , ' 

. Void. . That is natural enough : it is a com- 
mon feHiih iympatby.:. one thief pities another 
whea the rope is round his neck. Feeling for 
others is the cdnfequence <i£ out own imperfec-' 
tions ; thisds.a known truth> 

Ant. Eftabliifa it if you can, .Valdemere, Tor it 
will go well nigh to prove you immaculate. ' ' 

Vald. How far ftfever I may be from that de- 
gree of perfeS:ion, jealouiy at leaft is not one 
of my faults, fince I have introduced a rival into 
the apartments of my miftrefs, where he had not 
the courage to venture alone, and am alfo .port- 
ing out to him what he has not difcovered for 
himfelfy that her pi^ure is now before his ey&4 

(Pointing to a pi&ureiy 

Ant (looking up to it eagerly) ^ It is fi>mewiiat 
like. , ^ .. •". " 

Void. She fat for it at my requeft-: no one 
elfe could prevail on her. The paintejr'knewi 
my tafte in thefe matters, and hai takdn iiixu 
derful pains with it. . - V 

Ant. (Jghmg) You have indeed .beeq. luff 
poured. .^ ! : ;.n r",/ 
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VM. He hM made the eyes t^ Iop|e o^n^oii, 
with fucb expreffioii. , ': . rrorv; 

i^fi/. Think you fo? To loe/^en^^pQejQVr.to 
liftve failed in thi3 reipeS; f . : pr^ |;^^|b||ps.ifc.Ji 
hecauifi any femblance (»^ e;^S:'!rI4eI^;It(aa:thu8 « 
fte^dfafily look upoa^ axd^ (net fap^^ i|^f rtli^? jByMil^ 

AJtVlft* . ^-■■'- ■■■■» 'V: "- • ^ : -»■ V.'*' :" 

Fa/<t2» I did not fui|^e^ ypii to be & fi^0;idiotuu 
uifoi; NQtfi>i|dther4.: Bat;AMnsly eyes.^f fueh 
▼i¥id exprcdBion ihould neyer i^epai^t^. m Jodbp* 
ing at the ipe&ator :^ jfoi^ pencil: in • the 

vrorld can produce thee^iS; he demaoi^ ? T&ey 
ihould be diredled to fame other iAye^ j' and 
then he iees them as he ha& beenaccuftomedtto 
lee them* ,. c' : ' 






JEnterJLvnA bekind thent^^" ..^ ^ , ^ 

VakL Perhaps you are Jight ; yfHQ^vlfMt^ 
ecmnoiireiir on the fiibje^k. • ^ .^^ j^,^i «, ,./: 

Liv. I come in good time then ; for leainsgM^ 
ftur or not, to hear De ^ertrand talk at aUja a 
verjr lucky adventure. You have wronged; us 
much. Baron, to keep us fo Ipng; ignorant of 
your tafte for the fine arts» 

Ant. (embarrqffed) Madam, I am much ^bo^ 
»oured« I amveryUttleiP--<rr^(7mcmMiRf «iord^ 
m patffij^ 'way that are not heard.) I am very 
mudi obliged to you. 

Lw. You are grateful for flight obltgationt. 
But yoQ are looking at my picture, I fee, which 
vaa painted two years ago at the requeft of a 

13 



gbod 0IA unde of mine ; pray j^ve me jour^ 
ojpmion of it '"^ 

Ant It appeats«-<--^it is veiy charming. It 
i g' that ia^ I fuppofe^ it is very finely painted^ 

Lh. It is reck^i'd fo : afid it certainly doei 
more than jiiftice to tile ori^oaL (Ant. heJI- 
$ates as ffke mnild^ak bia remains JUent.) You 
are of my optnion, I penmve^ or at luA too 
well bred to eontmaift me. Conftft it fied^: 
y<m are of my opaiiitiL 

Ant O entirely^ Madam* 

Liv. You flatter me eloeedingiy; 

Ant I meant it in fimple fincerity« 

XJr. Oy fineere enough I doubt noL 

Vald. And fiirely you will not queftioti itM 
ilmplicity. 

JLJt;. (t9 Vdd.y tunmigjrom Ant. with pity and 
fonkm f t ) Don't let us be too hard upon iunu 
Bray look at that pi&ure of my great Aunt who 
wae a celebrated beauty. 

Void, (gazing with oj^Siedadmratifm at Javi^^^ 
piQure) I have no eyes for Mj other he^My 
|han what I now gaze upon. 

Lh. And do you indeed admiure this pi3;ure 
fotnnch? 

' Void. The fkinteft refemblance of its fair 
origins^l is fafinnating. Yet methiii|:sl tHe pi^t^ 
has felled in the expreffion of the eyes. Btifl 
ai»y eyes indeed that I can look thus ited^dftly 
upon, are not to me the eyes of Li^^ia; ' ^ 

- iir. Ah! thefe are in trtith ihe^^ordCdf^it 
^00 partial friend. 

fqld. Words from the lieart, divine Livia, 
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will tell from whence they came. {T1^ bo0i lealk 
to the bottom of the Jlage, /peaking induwhyiiea)^ 
*while. Ant. remains in thefrontS) . . > • 
. Ant. (afide^ With my own words he woos^ 
her, and before my face too. — Matchlefe iinpu* 
dence ! -— And fuch a man as this pleafes Livia ! 
— - He whiipers in her ear, and (he finiles. — My 
heart fickensat it.-f-^Pll look no more, left I 
h^ecome envious, and . revetigeful, and hateful to 
myfelf. — O Nature ! haft didtt made me of fuch 
poor fluff as this? 

. Vald. Qurnmg roimd from the bottom of the 
Jtage^ Ha, De. Bertrahd ! are' you declaiming ? 
Some ipeech of a tragedy, I fuppofe, from the 
vehemence of your gefture. Bray let Livia hear 
you : fhe is partial, you know, to every thing jfou 
df^j^n^L finds every exhibition yoUai&ki^befiire 
i)^r particularly amufiDg. :: 't:^\ {^\ . 

Ant. {Jlemlr/) Come .nearer to 'mfe, Sit ; the 
firft part of my fpeech is.ibr your private ear.— 
Come nearer. 

Liv. Pray go ta Iiim : by the tone of his voice 
he perfonates feme tyrant, and muft be obeyed. 
. Ant. Yes, Sir, I muft be obeyed. \ (Vald.^^l^ 
Jles up to him unmllingly^ and Ant. fpeaks in his 
ear.) Take no more impertinent liberties'with me 
in this lady's prefence, or be prepared to juftify 
them elfewhere. ' 

(Exit, looking at YdXA.Jtemly^'who remains 
Jtknt.) 

Liv. (advaiicing to the front) What is the mat- 
ter, Count ? 

Vald. Nothing — nothing at all. 
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Liv. Nay fomething unpleafant has palled 
between you, , 

Vald. I believe 1 di(i wrong : I (hould have 
treated him more gently. But the ftrangeneft 
of his behaviour obliged me to ufe threatening 
words, upon which he withdrew^ and chofe not 
to underftandf them. 

Uv. How ill one judges then by dumb-lhew 
of what pafles at a .diflance. 

Vald. I am always calm on thefe oocaficxu^ 
while he aflumes the fietcenefs of a b6ailer. - 

Uv. But you will not call him out fi>r fiich ift 
trifle* 

FaJd^ Not for the worlds divine Creatore^ if it 
give you uneaflnefs. 

Liv. How gentle you are ! The brave ^e 
always lb. 

FiOiW;. flow can I be otherwife with fucfaati 
angel to prompt me ? No ; the braggard may 
live ill iafety for me } I will ni>t harm one hair 
of his head* 

Liv. I thank you, dear Valdemere ! aild now 
to recompenfe your goodnefs, 1*11 (hew thd 
beautiful gem I promifed you : follow me. 

Vald. Yes, bewitching Maid ! to the world^s 
«nd» to the bottom of the ocean, to tlie cannon's 
brazen mouth , I would follow thee. 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE m. 
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an. nmer Chamber mih a JmaU Jha^^a^ Cqfi: 

\ f Cqfk^vikick Jhejeis upo^a ^abk> . , .■ , 

Gnmte/i. Jfeanetta ! let me take a laft. loot; of 
jff|kql« dear tbiaga befora I part with them for 



\ • * • 



, , Jetm^ l-fSk SxrCf mj Lady^^ibey are ibihaiMb 
Hme^ and ymi look fo handicme when you wear 
tiiem, it would go to my heart to part w|th thenu 

jCwM^^ But my d^ boy nuft have iaootsyy 
Jeaoetfia^ and I have been expeofive nyfd^ 
(Ppen$ ike eq/kef^ and looks at the jepeli^ My 
{diamonds, my pearls^ my rubies, my darlinga j 
for the lake c^aftill greater dating I moft part 
with yon aO. 

- J^an. But if I might prelume to ^ak, my 
Xady ; don't you indulge the young Count too 
much in extravagance ? 

^ Coyn^/s. O no, Jeanetta ; I doat upon him : 
it is this amiable weaknels of character which 
aQ the world remarks and admires in me* And 
he loves me entirely too ; he would &crifice bia 
life for my fake. 

Jean. He'll facrifice nothing elfe, however; 

for he never gives up the fmalleil convenience 

of his own to oblige you. 

„ Cotmtefs* Small things are of no con&quence: 

Jie would give i^ for me, I api confident, the 



thing moil dear to his heart: and for him— * 
to fee him lord of liiis) caftle and its domidM^ 
and occupying in fociety the brilliant place 
that becomes him^ I #ould-— what would I not 
Jbcriiice! 

' Jean. Were lie ib &ve on the fortune he has^ 
and marry where he is attachM, he might 
perhaps be hap{^er. 

CMmte/i. Haider! Were he i|iean etiough to 
be happy fo«~ contemptible thought !-^I wotdd 
fttfhint in hi* ghn^ rather. -^ l^t no mttfft of 
this: have yoni^n Hovelberg? You fity %efi 
waiting beh>w. 

Jem. Yes, Madam, and a friend with him ; 
flod Armenian Jew-merchant, who will, he&ys^ 
go halved in his pnrchafes, and enable him to 
give you a better price for the jewels^ iks he ii 
Mmfdf rather low in cafli at prefbnt; 

Caunte/i. Well ; 1*11 obje6t to neither Jew nor 
Infidel that puts money into my pocket. (Holding 
ftp a tubtf necklace.) This ihduld fetch fbmefhing 
confiderable. 

Jecm. O la, Madam ! you won't part with that 
furely : your neck is like alabafter under itV 
't)id you but know how they admired you at 
Prince Dormach*s the laft time you wore it. — 
I would fell the very gown from my back ere I 
parted with it. 

Counteji. So they admired me at Prince Dor- 
mach's then ? 

Jean. O dear, my Lady ! the Prince's vilet 
toH tte^ though two young beatititf 
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Broflels were there, nobody i|>oke of any 00^ 

tmt you* 

Cmmtefs. Well ; to pleafe thee, then, I'll 
keep it, 
Jean. La ! here is a little emerald ring, my 

Lady J thofe brokers wiU.defpife fuoh a trifle^ 
and give you a mere nothing for it -7- 1^ ^^ 
would think it ! it fits my fingers to a hair. It 
muft be a mort too large for ypw delicate hand* 

CountefSi Keep it for tliyfelf then, fince it 
fits thee. He was a ^eat fqol who gave it me, 
and had it made of that awkward fize. 

Jean. I thank you, my Lady ; I wilh you 
would give me every thing ip this precious 
cafket that has not been the gift of a iiige. 

Countqfs. Thou art right. Child. It would 
j[Mit many a hundred louis-d'ors into thy pocket, 
and leave fcarcely a marverdi for my£elf« — A 
rich Knight of Malta gave me thefe (holding 
up a Jlring of pearls)^ whofe bandy legs were 
trick'd out moil delicately in fine-clocked hofe 
of the niceft and richeft embroidery. Refl; his 
foul! I. made as much of thofe legs as the 
hofier did. 

Jean. I doubt it not, Madam, and deferved 
what you earned full as well. 

Countefs. (lookiiig again at tier pearls) There 
is not a flaw in any one of them. 

Jean. Aye ; commend me to fuch legs ! had 
they been fl;raighter, the pearls had l^een worfe* 

Countefs. This amber box with brilliants I had 
from an old croacking Marquis, who peflered 
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^v^ry mufic room in the principality to tbe day 
of his death, with notes that would have 
frightened a peacock. As long as he fang^ poor 
man ! I confidered myfelf as having a falary on 
the muflcal eftahlifliment at the rate of two 
hundred ducats per month* 

Jean. Aye ; God fend that all the old Mar- 
quifes in thefe parts^ would croak for us at this 
rate. 

Cotmtefs. I have no reafon to complain : my 
prefent friend bleeds as freely as any of his 
predeceflbrs. 

Jean* So he (hould, my Lady. Suchnonfenie 
as he writes ought not to be praifed for a trifle. 
I would not do it, Fm fure. 
, Counte/s. Doll thou ever praife then for profit ? 

Jean. To be honeft with you, Madam, I have . 
done it, as who has not ? But never fince I en« 
tered your Ladyftiip's fervice ; for why Ihould 
you reward me for praifing you, when all the 
world does it for nothing i — No, no, my Lady ; 
you are too wife for that. 
- Covntefs. There is fomebody at the door. 

Jean. It is Hovelberg. 

Counte/s. Open then, but let nobody elfe in. 

(Jean, opens tJie door^ and Hovelberg enters^ 
Allowed by Bai^on Baurchel, dygu\fed as an Ar* 
menian Jew.) 

Counte/s. I am happy to fee you, dear Hovel- 
berg^ and this Gentleman alfo, (curtejying to 
^ Bar.) I know it is only a friend whom we 

TOL. ni. F 
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Itiay truft, that you would introduce to me cm 
the prefent occafion. 

Hov. To be liire. Madam : a friend We may 
depend on. (Drawing Countcfs ajide^ andjjpeak* 
ing in her ear) A man of few words : better to 
do in this quarter than this. (Pointing Jirft to his 
pockety and then to his JieadS) And that is a 
good man, you know, to be well with. 

(Jountefs. O the bed fluff in the world for 
making a friend of. (Returning to the Bar.) Sir, 
I 'have the highefl regard and efleem for you.| 

Bar. (in a feigned voice) On vatch account^ 
Madam ? . 

Countefs. O good Sir ! on every account. 

Baron. You lov*fb not my religion ? 

Gountefs. I refpedt • and reverence it pro* 
fouudly. 

Bar. You lov*fh not my perfhon ? 

Counte/s. It is interefting and engaging, moti 
affuredlv. 

Bar. No body telfh me flio before. ^ 

Countejs. Becaufe the world is full of en» 
vious people, who will not tell you truths that 
are agreeable. 

Bar. (nddding ajjent) Now I underflant. 

Countejs. Yes, dear Sir; you mufl do fi){ 
your underflanding is unqueflionable. (Looking 
archly to Hovel.) And now, Gentlemen, do me 
t4ie lK)nour to be feated, and examine thefe 
jewels attentively. 

Hov^ We would rather fland if you'll per nA 
us» 
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Countefs. (afide to Hovel., while the Baron 
examines the jewels) My dear Hovelberg, be 
liberal j for the fum I want is a large one, and 
thofe jewels would procure it for me any 'Where j 
oiily, regarding you as my friend, I give you 
the firft offer. — But your friend, methinks, ex- 
amines every thing with great curiofity. 

Hov. Yes, poor man ! he likes to appear as 
knowing as he can : this is but natural, you 
know, when one is deficient in the upper de- 
partment. — But he'll pay like a Prince, if you 
flatter and amufe him. 

Bar. Vaftit finQ ftones! Valht pretty orna- 
ments ! (To Countefs) You difhpoihe of all 
deftie ? 

Countefs. Yes, every thing. 

Bar. Dere be gifsh here, no doubt, from de 
dear frienfh. 

Hov. Or fome favoured lover, perhaps. 

Countefs. {fghtng ajjhdedlif) Perhaps fo j but 
I mull part with them all. 

Bar. (afide to Hov.) Nay, flie has fome ten- 
derne& for me : put her not to too fevere a 
trial. 

Hov. (afide') We ftiall fee. 

Bar. (returning to Countefs) You be woman ; 
and all womanfh have de affections for fome one 
lover or frient. 

Countefs. O how good and amiable and coiT- 
fiderate you are! I have indeed a heart formed 
JRor tendernefi. 
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Bar. (^drawing Hovel, qfide again) She does 
love me, Hovelberg: tempt her not with an 
extravagant price for the pidlure, 

Hov. (ajide) V\\ take a better way of ma- 
naging it. (^Returning to /AeCountefe) My Friend 
defires me to fay. Madam, that, if there is any 
thing here you particularly value, he'll advance 
you nwney upon it, which you may pay at your 
leifure, and you fliall preferve it. 

Counte/s. (Jo Baron) How generous you are^ 
my dear Sir ! Yes ; there is one thing I would 
keep. 

Bar. (eagerly) One ting — dere be one ting : 
tifli picture, perhaps. 

Counte/s. This ruby necklace. 

Bar. You fell tilh pidlure, den ? 

Countefs. To be fure, if you'll purchafe it. 

Hov. The diamonds are valuable, indeed; 
but you will not fell the painting ? 

Countefs. That will depend on the price you* 
offer for it. 

Hov. Being a portrait, it is of no value at all, 
but to thofe who have a regard for the original. 

Jean. And what part of the world do they 
live in, Mr. Hovelberg? Can you find them 
out any where ? 

Countefs. Nay, peace, Jeanetta. — As a por- 
trait, indeed, it is of no value to any body, 
but, as a chara6lerillic old head, it fliould fetch 
a good price. (Shewing it to Baron) Obferve, 
my dear Sir, that air of conceit and abfurdity 



tUE siege: a COME0T. 213 

^ver the whole figure : to thofe who have a tafte 
for the whimfical and ridiculous, it would be 
invaluable. Don't you perceive it ? 

Bar. Not very fure. 

County, Not fure ! Look at it again. ' See 
how the eyes are turned languilhingly afide, as 
if he were repeating, «* Dear gentle idol of a 
heart too fond." (^Mimicking the Baron's natu^ 
ral voice.) 

Hov. Ha, ha;, ha! Your mimickry is exceU 
lent, Countefs. Is it not, Friend Johnadab ? 

Bar. O, vaflit comical. 

Hw. (afide to him) She has a good talent. 

Ban (afide) Shrewd witch ! ITie words of 
fny laft' foi^inet^ indeed j^ but I did not repeat 
iftem fo. 

JSov. (/iloud) Though you are an admirable 
tnlmick. Madam, my Friend Johnadab does 
not ]thipk your imitjation of the Baron entirely 

Counte/s. (atarmed) He knows the Baron, 
4Jhen ; I have been very imprudent. — But pray 
don't fuppofe I meant any difrefpe6l to the 
worthy Baron, whom J eftgem yeiy flfiu^lu 

Bar. O valht much 1 * 

flov. Be not uneafy. Madam 5 my Friend 
^l\ be feeret^ md loves a joke mightily, 

Qouj^t0* ni truft, theuj, to his honour k and 
fince he does not like my imitation of the Baron^ 
he (hall have it fro«tj pne who does it better 
than I. Jeanetta, amufe this worthy gontkn 
ipan by repeating the Baron's lafl fonneti 

>3 
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j€<m. Nay, my Lad^, you make me do it ib 
often, I'm tired of taking him off, 
Countejs. Do as you are bid^ Child. 
Jean* " Dear gentle idpl of a heart too fond, 
^* Why doth that eye of fweeteft iym- 
pathy— '* 
Hov. Ha, ha, ha ! Excellent ! 
Bar. (off his guard) By Heaven, this i^ too 
bad! Your fervants taught to turn me into 
ridicule! 

Qountefs. (Jlarting) How's this ? Mercy ort 
me! 

Hov. Be not alarnied, Coijntels j I thought 
lie would furprife your My Friend is the beft 
mimick in Europe. 

Countefs. I can fcarcely recover my furprife, 
(To Baron) My dear Sir, I cannot praife you 
enough. You have a wonderful talent. The 
Baron's own mouth could not utter his voice 
xnore perfe6lly than yours. 

Bar. (^pulling off his cap and beard) No, 
Madam, not eafily. (Jean. Jlirieks out^ and the 
rCountefs Jlands in Jlupid amazement.) This dif- 
guife. Madam, has procured for me a ipecimen 
of the amiable difpolitions of a heart formed for 
tendernefs, with a fample of your talents for 
mimickry into the bargain; and fo I wifli you 
good day, with thanks for my mornipg's amvife- 
ment. 

Countefs. (recovering herfelf) Ha, ha, ha | 
You underftand mumming very well,. Baron, 
l)Ut I flill better. I a6led my ^part well. 
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Bar. Better than well. Madam: it was the 
eounter-part of my enafitihg the Baroft. 

Jean. Indeed, dear Baron, the Countefs fcoew 
it was you, and fo did I too. Indeed, indeed 
we did. Tm fure it is a very good joke : 
I wonder we don't laugh more at it than we 
do. 

Bar. Be quiet, fubordinate Imp of this arch 
Tempter ! My thraldom is at an end ; and all the 
jewels in that fliameful heap were not too great 
a price for fuch emancipation. (Bowing > veri/ 
low to Countefs) Adieu moft amiable, mod fen- 
timental, moft difinterefted of women ! 

f Exit. 

Countefs. Hovelberg, you have betrayed me. 

Hov. How fo. Madam ? You told me your- 
Jfilf you were the moft fincere woman in the 
world ; the Baron doubted your regard for him ; 
how could I then diffuade him from putting it 
to the proof, unlefs I had doubted your word. 
Madam ? An infult you could never have par- 
(doned. 

Countefs. What, you kugh at me, too, you 
urillain! (Exit Hovel.) Oh! I am ruined, derided 
an^ betrayed! {Throws herfelf into a chair ^ 
covering her Jace with her hand; while Jeanetta 
endeavours to comfort her.) 

Jean. Be not fo caft down, my Lady, there 
are more than one rich fool in the world, and 
you have a good knack at finding them out. 

Counte/s. O, that I fliould have been fo un- 
guarded ! That I fliould never have fu^efted ! 

p 4 
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Jean. Aye, with his valht this, and his vi^t 
that : it was, as he iaid, vaflit comical that we 
did not. 

Countejs. Bring not his detefted words again 
to my ears j I can't endure the found of thenou 

Enter Valdemere. 

Vald. Well, Madam, you can anfwer my de* 
mands now, I hope : Hovelberg has been with 
you. Money, money, my dear mother ! (Hold* 
ing out his hand) There is a fair broad palm to 
receive it; and here (^kiffing her harulcoaaingb^) 
is a fweet little hand to beftow it. 

Countefs. ijpujhing him wway Jiemly) Thy inr 
confiderate prodigality has been moil difaftrous, 
Had*ft thou been lefs thoughtlefs, lefs profufe— ? 
a fmall portion of prudence and economy would 
have made ^ us independent of every dotard'9 
humour, 

Vald. Notable virtues indeed. Madam j but 
where was I to learn them pray ? Did you ever 
before recommend them to me, by either pre^ 
cept or exaipple ? Prudeuce ! Economy ! What 
has befallen you ? J'm fure there n £bmiething 
wrong, when fuch words come f5rom yoiir lips, 
— Ha ! in tears, too ! Hovelberg has brought 
no money then ? 

Countefs, No, no. Barbarian ! He has ruined 
me. 

Vald. How fo ? 

Countefs. I cannot tell thee : it vould fuffocate 
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Jeartf I^a, Count! My Jl.ady. may well call 
him Barbarian, He brought the old Baron witi 
him to purchafe the jewels, difguifed like an 
Armenian Jew ; and when bargaining with her 
for his own picture, my Lady faid fomething of 
the original not much to his liking, and fo the 
old fool tore off his difguife and bounced out of 
the room in a ^reat paffion. 

VaJd. By my faith, this is unlucky i I dsip 
jpended on touching 500 louis d'or^ immedi- 
ately. 

Count0f$. Thinking only of yourfelf ftill, when 
^ou may well gue& how I am diftrelled.— -I (hall 
never again find fuch a liberal old cuily as fae« 

Vald. Yes you \vill. Mother : more readily 
than I ihall find the 500 louis. — I owe half that 
fum to Count Pugftoff, for lofles at the billiard 
table.; all the velvet and embroidery, the de- 
funft fuits of two paffing years haunt me 
wherever I go, in the form of unmannerljr 
taylors; and, befides all this, there is a fweet 
pretty Arabian in the ftables of Huckfton, my 
lockey, that I am dying to be mafter of. — By 
my faith, it is very hard ! Had you no fufpicion? 
How came you to be fo much off your guard ? 

Countefs. I believe it was fated to be fo, and 
therefore I was blinded for the moment. I 
dreamt laft night that I had but one tooth in my 
head, and it dropped on the ground at myfeet^ 
This^ it is faid, betokens the lofs of a friend by 
death, and I trembled for thee, my Child j but 



BOW, too furely, my dream is explained md 
accomplifhed. 

Vald. And, methinks, you would hav^ pre- 
ferred the firft interpretation. 

Counte/s. Ah! ungrateful Boy! Ypu know 
too well how I have doated on you, 

Vdld. I do know too well: it b^ done me 
little good, I fear. 

Counte/s. It has done me little good, I*m fure, 
fince this is all the gratitude thou bafl» Ifiiould 
never, but for thee, have become the flatterer 
of thofe I defpife, to amafs thofe odious jewels. 

Fold. Hal the jewels are ilill here then! 
I fliall have my louis' ftill. Thank you, dear 
Mother, that you did not part with them, at 
leaft. (Ki/Jing her hand ha/lily, and running to 
the table) VU foon difpofe of them* all, 

Countejh. (pinning after him) No, no ! not fo 
faft, Valdemere ; thou wilt not take them all. 
Haile thee, Jeanetta, and fave fome of.them, 
(They all fcr amble round tJie table Jar the 
jewels^ and thejcene clojes.) 
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ACT III. 

Scene before the Gate of the Cqftle. Enter Nina, 
who crojfes the Stage timidly^ fopptng once or 
ttcice^ and then^ with hefitation^ giving a gentle 
knock at the Gate. Enter Voxter Jrom the 
Gate^ which he opens. 

Porter (jfter waiting to hear herjpeak) 

WHAT do you want, young woman ? Did 
you only knock for amufement ? 
Nin. No, Sir; is Count Vald^mere in the 
caftle ? I would fpeak with him, if he is at 
leifure. 

Port. He is in the caftle ; but as to fpeaking 
with him, no man, of lefs confequence than his 
valet, can anfwer that queftion. 

Enter Lorimore, by the oppoftefde. 

Here he is. You come opportunely, Mn Lom 
inore ; this young perfon would fpeak with your 
Mafter. 

Lor. (afide) O, Nina, I fee. {Aloud) How 
do you do, my pretty Nina ? You can't ipeak 
with my Mafter, indeed; but you may ipeak 
'with the next moft agreeable perfonage in thefe 
pairts, my Mafter's man, as long as you pleafe ; 
and that, be affured, is a far better thing for 
yoiir jmrpofe^ my Princefs. 
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Nin. Dare you infult me? You durft not 
jonce have done it. — I do not alk then to fee 
him ; but give him this letter. 

//pr, (taking the letter) J)o you wifli this pre» 
irious piece to be re^^d. Child, or to be. burnt ^ 

. Nin^ Why afk that ? To bp read, certainly, 

LoTp I muft not give it to the Count, then, 
but keep it to myfelf : and if yoji'll juft allow 
pie to make the flight alteration pf putting I^rpci- 
more the valet for Valdemere the mafter, as \ 
read, it will be a very pretty, reafonable letter, 
and one that may advance your honour withal. 

Nin^ Audacious Coxcomb ! Give it me 
again* (Snatches the letter from him^ and turns 
tsway.) 

JjOf. She is as proud as that little devU of ^ 
JPige, her brother, 

{Enter Page behind from the gate ^^ 

Page. The more devil he be, tlje fitter com^ 
p^y for you. Whom ^oke you to? (Seeing 
Nina) Oh, oh ! Is Nipa here !— — Nina, Nina { 
(Ripming after her.) 

Nin. (returning) My dear Theodore, is it 
thee ? I did not afk for thee, left thoji fliould'^ 
chide me for coming to the caftle. 

Page. I won't chide, but I'm forry to ifee thet 
here. Fie, Woman ! thou art the daughter of 
tis brave an Officer, though a poor one, as anj 
in the fervice ; art thou not afhamed to come| 
thus meanly, afler a lover who deipife^i thee f 

10 
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. Nin. He promifed to marry me. 

Page. He promifed a fiddle-dick ! Poor de- 
luded fimpleton ! 

Nin. Ah, doft thou chide me, boy as thou 
art? 

Page. Who is there to chide thee now, when 
both our parents are dead ? But as they would 
bave done fo do I, Sifter ; I chide thee, and love 
thee too. — Go now j return to the good 
woman from whofe houfe thou haft ftolen away, 
and 1*11 buy thee a new gown as foon as my 
quarter's falary is paid me. 

Nin. Silly child, what care I for a new gown ? 
But if thou haft any pity for me, give this letter 
to thy mafter. 

Page. I wiW^ I will : but go thy ways now ; 
there is a gentleman coming. And do, dear 
Nina, return no more to the caftle till I fend thee 
word. Good be with thee, poor Simpleton ! 
j^ExiT Nina, and enter Dartz by the oppojitc 
fide. 
Dart. Is it thy fifter thou haft parted from ? 
I met her in the wood this morning ; fhe need 
not avoid me now. 

Page. Let her go, Sir j the farther ftie is from 
the caftle the better. 

Dart. Thou haft a letter in thy hand. 
Page. Yes, Sir. 

Dart. Which thou art to give to the Count.^ 
Page. No, Sir j 1*11 fee him choked firft. 

{^Tearing the letter.) 
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Dart Nay, fee what it contains ere thou de- 
ftroyeftit. 

Page. ( putting it together again arid reading 
it) Only upbraidihg his unkindnefe, and fluff of 
that fort, with fome nonfenfe about a dream ihe 
has had, which makes her afraid Ihe Ihail never 
fee him again. 

Dart Let me look. (After reading it} This 
letter may be ufeful. Come with me, my little 
iriend ; and we*ll devife a way of revenging thy 
fitter on her cruel feducer. 

Page. Will you ? I'll worfliip you like a laint 
of the calendar if you do this. 

Dc^L (coTifidering') Is not your mailer fbme- 
what fuperllitious ? 

Page. Marry is he ! but mightily afraid to be 
thought fo. He laughed at me'^rhen the bad 
fever prevailed for wearing a charm on my 
breafl againfl infeftion*; but the very next 
night, when he went to bed, what fhould drop 
out think you, as he opened his vefl, but the 
very fame charm which he had procured imme- 
diately, and worn with fuch fecrecy, that even 
Valet Lorimore knew nothing of the matter. 

Dart. This is good ; come with me, and 1*11 
inftru6l thee what to do with thy letter. 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE il. 

* Valdemeiie's Dreffing'-Room : Ente?* FAGiEt 
treading foftly on tiptoe^ and looking about the 
Room. 

Page. Aye ; the coaft is clear, and the door 
of his chamber is a-jar ; now is my time. {PulU 
ing the torn letter from his pockety and Jlamping 
on thejloor as he rai/es his voice) There, curfed 
letter, 1^11 make aa end of thee ! Give thee to 
my mailer, indeed ! 1*11 give thee to the devil 
firft. (^Pretending to tear the letter ^ andjlrew 
ike pieces aboutj while Valdemere looking Jrtym 
the door of his chamber ^ Jieals behind him and 
Jbizes his hands with the remainder of the letter in 
them.) Mercy on me ! is it you, my Lord ? 

Vald. What art thou doing? What fcares 
thee fo ? What letter is this ? Let me fee it. 

Page. O no, my Lord, I befeech you, for 
vour own fake, don't read it. 

Vald. Why fliould not I read it. Boy ? 

Page. Lud, I don't know ! you may not mind 
it, perhaps ; but were any body to fend fuch a 
letter to me, I fhould be mainly terrified. Tq 
be fure, death comes, as they fay, at his own 
time, and we can't keep him away, though wa 
Ihould hang ourfelves ; but one don't like to be 
told before-hand the very year or day we are to 
die, neither. 

Vald. The year and day ! give me tire letter : 
gite it me immediately. {Snatching the frag- 

II 
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ments of the Utter from hiniy and jpfclchig up a 
piece or two from ihejloor^ wJiich he puts together 
hajiily on a table near the front qf the Jlage.) I 
can*t make it piece any way. 

Fage\ So much the better, my Lord : don't 
try to do it. 

Void. It is Nina's hand, I fee, but I can 
make no fenfe of it. — Aye, now it wiU do 
Qreading) *' I have been terrified with a dream, 
and fear I fliall fee you no more." But where 
is the dream j it is torn off j give it me*' 

Page^ I have it not. 

Vald. Thou Heft 1 give it me, I fay. 
^ Page. Lud have mercy ! as I tore it off jiifl 
now, your black fpaniel ran away with it. 

Vald. No, varlet ! that is a fham j go find it? 
thou knoweft where it is well enough. 

Page. Indeed, my Lord, if it is not in the 
black fpaniel's cuftody it is no where elfe that I 
know of. 

Vald. (reading again) I fear I fhall fee you 
no more ! But it may be her own death as well 
as mine, that her dream has foretold; and 
therefore fhe may fee me'no more. 

Page. Very true, you had better think to ; 
though it does not often happen that a woman ig 
killed at a fiege* 

Vald. At a fiege ! 

Page. Peft take this hafly tongue of mine j I 
could bite it off for the tricks it plays me. 

Vald. At a fiege ! . 

Pa^e. O, never mind it. Sir. It may be fbme 
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lieafler all: fame >vicked iavention t6 make 
you afraid. 

yald. iJlemhf) What fayeft thou ? 

Page. O no ! I don't mean afraid ; only un* 
eafy aa it were — no no ! not uneaiy neither 5 
only fomewhat as you feel at prefent, my Lord; 
you know bell what to call it. 

Vald. At a fiege ! 

Page. Dear my Lord ; thofe words are glued 
to your tongue, j 

Vald. (not heeding Mm) My grandfather 
periflied at a fiege, and hii^ grandfather alfo : is 
this fate decreed in our family for alternate 
generations ? (JSinks into a chair by the table^ and 
V^gejeeing him Jo much ahforded^ comes clq/e to 
him^ Jtaring curtoujly in his face.) 

Void. Take thy varlet's face out of my fight 5 
why art thou ib nrar me? Leave the room^ I 
lay. [Exit Page. 

(Rifing^ and pacing to and Jro as he Jpeaks 
to hhn/eff.y 
A hundred dreams prove faUe for one that pre^^ - 
figures any real event. •*-« It ihonld not have 
been however : my mother fiiould have found 
for me fome other occupation than a mifitary 
life. — Quit it ? No; I can't do that": the 
world would cry out upon me; Livia would 
defpife me. — ^Tis a ilrange thing that Women^ 
who can't fight thojnfelves, ihould fo eagerly 
pufli us to the work. — — Pooh ! am 1 a fool 
that it feizes me thus ? «««— ^ I would this boy, 
however, had reaHy deflroyed the letter. 

VOL. nx. a 
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.• (Enter Dautz, looking at Vald. Jbme titne^ 
before he f peaks.) 

Dart, (afide) This will do ; it is working with 
him. (Alottdj advancing) My dear Count ; — but 
;don't ftart j I bring no bad tidings ; I come to 
beg a favour of you. 

Vald. (recovering him/elf) Say you are come 
to oblige me. 

D^rf^ Ithankyou, Valdemere: but faith Tm 
afhamed to mention it ; you will laugh at me 
fof .being fo fuperftitious. 

. Vald. Ha ! fomebody has been dreaming 
about you too. 

Dart. Should you deem me very credulous if 
Oi thing of thi^ nature had power to difturb tne ? 

Vald. ^Tis even foj they have been breaming 
all over the houfe. Ha, ha, ha ! And thou art 
ieally ujieafy about iuch flummery as this : ha, 
ha, ha ! ha, ha, ha ! This is admirable — delight- 
ful ! — ha, ha,^ha, ha ! 

Dart. Be more moderate with your merri- 
ment: your tears and your laughter come fo 
(Irangdy together, one would take yt)u for an 
hyllerical girl. 

Vald. I can't chufe but laugh at yoiu: dream- 
er3; ha, ha, ha! 

; DarM Don't laugh at me then ; for I'm nei- 
ther a dreamer, nor believer in dreams. 

yald. (becoming Jerious at once) No j what is 
it then ? 

JJlart. I'm ahnoft afhamed to tell you, yet PU 
throw myfejf on your mercy and do it. — I am 
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in love then, and fearful of the fortunes of war; 
for you know we mud expe6l (harp fighting this 
enfuing campaign. 

Vald. (ruefully') You think fo ? 

Dart. I'm certain of it. Now, though I 
have no faith in dreams, I muft own I have 
Ibme in fortune-tellers ; and there is a famous 
one juft' come to the caftle, whom I would gladly 
confult. Will you permit me to bring him to 
your inner apartiiaent: there ;that he may teH 
me of my future deftiny, whatever his art may 
reveal to him ? L^ugh as you pleafe, but refufe 
me not this favour ; for there is no other room 
in the caftle where I can meet hira,fecure from 
interruption. 

Vald. (Jmiling affededly) And thou art really 
in earneft with this folly ? 

Dart. When you have heard the wonderful 
things this wizard has foretold, you will not 
call it folly. 

Vald. Can'ft thou tell me any of them ? v 
Dart. Taketi turn with 'me on the terrace, and 
thou flialt hear things that will aftonilh thee, 

VaM. Ha ha ! it is whimfical to fee thee fo 
jerious. Such ftories are pleafant amufement ; 
I'll attend tli^e moft willingly^ 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I. — - i4 Tma// iZoowi m^Valcfemere't 
Apartments ; Baron Baukchel w di/covered 
in the Difguife of a Fortune-teller ^ with Dabtz 
Jianding hjf him^ ddjujiing part qfhis Drejs. 

i)art. 5fTrtVritrL do well enough. Stand ma- 
JL jeftically by thkr great chair, witfe 
your worded robe thrown over the arm of it j 
it will Ipread out jrour figure, and make it more 
impofiiig. — ^BWvo! You affume the aftrologi* 
cal dignity to admiration j the rolling of your 
ikyes under thdt black hood almoft appals fDe# 
Be as good an aflrologer as you have been an 
Arihehian Jew, Baron, and We fliall be triumph- 

Bar. As good, Dartz I If I am not a dolt, I 
Ihall be better : for there is no danger of loAng 
liiy tempei^ how ; and being fairly engaged in 
it, methiiiks 1 could affume as many (hapes as 
Proteus, to be revenged on this fidfe Hyena 
and her deteltible cub* 

Dart. Aye, that is your true Ipirit. But I 
mtift leave you now% and wait in the anti-room 
for the Count, who will be here prefently. 

[Exit, 

Bar. (after miifing Jbme time) Superlative 
bafenefs and ingratitude ! That fonnet, of all the 
fonnets I ever wrote, is the moft exquifitely feel- 
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ing and tendeiv^if^ When I read it to her, fliewept. 
.— Were her tears feigned ? — I can't believe it, 
— .Aflaffins will weep at a high-wrought fcene of 
tragedy^ and cut t^e author's throat when it is 

over. Even fo. -r It fuited her purpofes 

better to laugh at my verfes, than acknowledge 
their genuine effect ; and fo,. forgetting ev^ry 

ikindnefs Ihe owed me, r O the deteftabte 

worlding ! Ill - — -r-.— Hufli, hufli, hulh ! they 
^are coming, 

-{Re-enter Dartz, followed by Vai-deme^je, who 

'walks Jlirinlciiigly behind^ peeping pqft his 

Jfioulder to ike Baror^ whQ Jlightly inclines hii 

})ody^ putting his hand with great Jbleng^ty 

three times to Ms foreliead.y 

Dart, (ajide to Vald. after a pai^e) Faith^ 
Valdemere, I diare fcarc€j[y Q)eak t^ Ixim ; 'tis 
well you are vith me ; will you i^eak to him ? 

Void. Noi; ^tis your ow» >fiair j ftand to it 
yourlelf. 

Dart, (aloud) Learned and gifted Mortal^ 
we come to thee. 

Void, (afide^jogging Ms xtrni) Don^t fay we^^ 
'tis your own affair entirely. 

Dart Well, I ibould fay, gifted Sage, not we 
•but / come to thee, to know what fortune is 
abiding me in thi^ up-and-down world. I am a 
lover and a foldior, and liable, as both, to great 
vici0itudes. 

JB«r. Thou fay^ truly, my Son, And who is 

' ■ ^ 3 
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this young man fo much wifer than thyfelf, who 
does not defire to look into futurity ? 

Dart. It is my friend. 

Bar. (after examining the fqjces of both for 
Jome time) Say more than friend. 

Dart. Howfo? 
• Bar. (Jiill continmng to gaze altemateli/ at 
them) 'Tis very wonderful : in all the years of 
my occult experience, I never met the like be^ 
fore, but once. 

Vald. (afide to Dart.) What does he mean ? 
Alk him, Man. 

-" Dttrt. You never met the like but once ! 
What mean you. Father ? 

Bar. (anpivers not^ but continues to look at 
them J while Vald., unable to bear it longer yjhrinks 
again behind Dart.) Shrink not back, young 
Man : my eyes make not the fate they fee, and 
cannot do you harm. — 'Tis wonderful! There 
is not in your two faces one trait of refemblance, 
yet your fortunes in the felf-fame mould are 
tail : ye are in fate twin-brothers. 

Dart. Indeed! then my friend need only 
liften to my fortune, and he'll have his own into 
the bargain. 

Bar. Nay, nay, my Sons, be advifed, and en- 
quire not into futurity. They are the happieil 
men, who have feweft dealings with fuch niife- 
rablq beings as myfelf. Beings who are com* 
pelled to know the impending evils of hapleis 
humanity, without the power of averting them. 
Be advifed, and fupprefs unprofitable curiofity. 
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Dart. By my fay, Sage ! I cannot fupprefs it. 

Bar. Then let your friend go. He is wife 

enough not to wiih to know his future fate, and 

I have already faid, you are in this twiu^brothers. 

Dart4 Retire then, Valdemere. 

Fald. (^agitated and irrefolute) I had better^ 

perhaps. \et there is within me a ftracge 

and perverfe craving 1 will retire {going to 

the door J and Jtoppirig Jfiort). Live in fearful 
ignorance, fancying evils that may never be! 
*Twere better to know all at once. {Returning.) 
Is it our general fortunes only, or is there fome 
particular circumftanca of our fate, now prefent 
to your mind, of which you advife us to bo 
ignorant ? 

Bar. There is 

Vald. { pulling T>art. by the arm) Come away; 
jcome away ; don't hear it. 

Dart. I am bound by fome ipell ; I muft flay 
to hear it. 

Fald. I am certainly bound alfo ; I know not 
how it is ; I mufl hear it too. 

Baur. Be it as you will. {After writing cfia- 
ra£ters on a table^ with other mummeries^) Pro- 
pofe your queftions. 

Ddrt. The name, age and quality, of her who 
is ray love. (Bar. writes again) The initials of 
her name I proteft, and her age to a day, nine^ 
teen years and a hali'. And her quality, good 
Father ? 

Bar. Only daughter and heirefs of an eminent 
Putchbutter-dealejr.' I . , 

<i4* 
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. I>drt Nay, you are fcarcely right* thert^ 
Sage } you might at leaft have <;alted! %tirt'^8«r- 
go-mafter. — But let it pafs. She laveV Hf^, I 
hope. (Bur. nods.) I knew it. And vicm * let 
me know if (he ftiall ever be my wife ; and how 
maoy children we fliall hav«. - " / 

Vizld. {afide to Dart.) DeUce take wife and 
children too ! What is all this driVlkig for ? 

Dart (afide to Imn) I thought you were in 
lovte as well as myfelf. ' 

Vedd. So I am ; but be fatisfied that (he \<rrc& 
you, and pafs on to things of deeper import.* 

Dart, (nfide) Can any thing be of deeper 
niport? {Aloud) lihould like very well^ gifted 
Father, to havfe two or three bkck-haired bifrfy 
knaves, and a little fair damfel to play with*. 
. V4dd. {afide 1^ Dart.) Would they wens? all 
drowned in a horfe-pond I lieoft how rurifuH;^ 
the Sage fcakes his head at thee : wife or chiU 
dren thou wilt never have. 

Dart. Shall I never be married, Father ? 
What fliall prevent it ? 

Bar. Death. 
. Dart Shall I lofe her ? (Turning to Vald.) Do 
you not tremble for Livia ? 

Vald. Is it her death ? Did he fay fo ? Aflc him^ 

Bar. Death will prevent it. — Let me leave 
you. 

Void. Xja^ing the BaronVrofe) Whbfe death? 
Whofe death ? Is it only the Lady's ? 

Bar. ^Bji do not detain me. TMerfe- ii a 
deep depreffion on my mind. €ropd-n)ght to 
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you t I'll tell you the remainder when you ara 
better prepared to hear it. 

Dart No no I the prefent time is the beft. 

Vald. (in a feeble voice) You had better, let 
him gow ' 

Dart. (catcJiing Jwld of tlie Bar.) You nuidl 
not leave us in this' tremendous uncert&intyr 
Whofe death ifeall prevent my marriage ? 

Bar, Let me examine, then. Stretch out 
your hand. (Dartz holds out his hand^ €Bnd 
Vald. hvoohmtartltf does tJie Jame^ but df^ates it 
back again as Bar. begins to iri/ped it.) Nay^ 
don-t draw back your hand; I mud examine 
l)oth palms to fee if the line of death be there* 

Dart^ The line of death muft be on ev^ 
man's hand* ' 

Bar. But if it be early or impending death, 

tfie waving of the (hroud will lie acrofs it. (Vald* 

^fliudders and turns away his head, and fhe Bar^* 

after looking at both their hands^ Jtarts bock 

from thenij and Jhakes his head piteovfly*) 

Dart. What is the matter. Father ? What if 
the matter ? 

Bar. Afk not j I will not tell what I know; 
nothing fliall compel me. [Exit hq/Hfy. 

Vald. (turning round) Is he gone ? Went he 
by the door ? 

Dari. What way he went, I know not. He 
has vaniihed I believe: did you bear his Heps 
on the floor ? 
Jl^tf?rf.l heard nothing. 
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Dart, {after . a ^/Iiort paxife) How da j i>« 
feel. Count ? 

Vald. Ha ! do you feel it too ? 

Dar?.' Feel what? 

Vald. As if a cold fliroud were drawn over 

you. - 

Dart. Aye, fo I think I do. But never 

mind it : we may ftill have fome good months 
or weeks before us ; let us go to the banquet 
and put a merry face upon it: a cup of wine 
will warm us again. What, though my grandain 
dreamt jit my birth tliat I fliould be flain in a 
breach, and the ^eird witch of Croningberg 
confirmed it: TU live and ^e merry while I 
may. 

Vald^ Ha ! and thy grandam had fuch 3 
dream I 

Dart. Never mind it: a cup of wine will 
,jbon cheer us again. 

Vald. Would to God I had one now ! 

Dart. You have no time to take wine at pre- 
fent : I hear a buftle below ; they are going to 
the grotto already. — Who's at the door? {Opens 
Jhe door.) Your valet with your new fuit for the 
banquet. 1*11 leave you then. (Exit Dartz, 
and enter Lorimore nifh a ^/uil of cloaths over 
his ann, followed hy Page.) 

JLor. I have waited this half hour, my Lord, 
to hear your bell, and the ladies are waiting 
for you to go to flie grotto. Look at this coat, 
my Lord : the faihion of it is exquifito, and it 
has fuch an air with it ; there is not, befides 
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yoiirfelf, a man in the empire that would know 
how to wear it. 

Page. His corifummate valet excepted. 

Lor. Hold your peace, Sirrah. Look her6, 

my Lord ; if I had not myfelf given the tailor a 
few hints, he could never have had gcnius 
enough to iinifli it in this ftyle. I'd give a 
ducat that the Marquis De FlorimePs valet 

could fee it. He pretends But you don't 

look at it, my Lord : what is the matter with 
you? 

Vald. (eagerhj) Is any thing the matter ? ' * 

ior. Nothings my Lord ; but the ladies are 
waiting for you to go with theln to the grotto : 
won't you be pleafed to put on your new coat? 

Vald. Put it on then. (^Stretching out his arms 
to put on the coat.) * 

Lor. But we mud firft take off the old coat* 

Vald. I forgot that. (Trying to putt qff^ his 
coat.) It (ticks flrangely to me : d'off it if thoii 
'Can'ft. 

Lor. (after pulling off his coat) Now, my 
Lord, thruft your arm into this beautiful fleeve; 
the vjhdLe beoM mcynde of Paris can't (hew you 
its fellow. — That is the wrong arm, my Lolr^. 

Vald. It will do ; it will do. r 

Lor. Pardon me, my Lord; your left arm 
won't do for the right fleeve of the coat. - 
, • Vald. (Jialding out his ot/ier arm^ and fumbling 
Jbme Hmey There is no hole at all to put my arm 
|nto« - \ 
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Lor. ^day you pufli your liiwiAipaft itj here; 

Vald. Wheere fay eft thou? 'Tis »igbttly per* 
plexed. : ■ .- ^ 

^age. {afide to hlmfelf^ Ejth^r ?tbe coat or 
ihe coat's mafter is perplexed enoughs {^i/MM^ 
pffering him Jus ha^ Yqu won^t gcv m)r't-or<Jf 
wthout your new hat and pluxnie, 

Fald. Plumed 

Page. Yes, pay Lord, a*d it mH w«m^ to 
tiandfomely too, for tlje company w^k by toicik- 
lij^t M proce0ioji^ 

Val^. Ljrt; them move o®^ ^nii 1*11 foljli>w/ 

P«^€. Kq, they c?m't go M^it^tit y«n, . iiqr 
Jl/)rd. 

Vald. Uow is it ? A» I <^ne of tbe piaUr 
bearers ? 

P^e. It is tpot 9. fuaei^l, iny Lord. 

Vald. I forgot^ 1;he fihijlttefe of the night 
Jms bewildered me^ 

Jjor. You are not w^lj my Lord ; what is 
•thie matter with y«iu? 

Vald., NothijQg, leave me alone for a little, 

Lor^ Will you not join the compaay ? Hw 
proceflion is prepared to iet out. 

Vald. Aye, very true; tell me when they 
jnove the body, and I'll follow it. 

Page. He, he, he ! a funeral again. 

Xor. Unmanneily imp; what art thou JQiicker^* 
ing at ? (To Vald. in a loud di/Hnd voke) It is 
not a funeral, my Lord. The Lady I^ivia, an^ 



thE siege: a com^eAy, 23^1^ 

tile Countefs your mother, are going to th^ 
grotto, and are waiting impatiently below till 
you join them. 

. Fald^ (rubbing his foreJiead) It is fo : how 
went it out of my head? That wine aftet 
^nner muft have fuddled me. I'll join then^ 
immediately^ ' 

Lor. Lean on me, my lx)rd ; you are noi 
#ell, I fear* 

Vatd. No no I the fume« of that diabolical 
thampmgA have left my head liow. 

-tor.' It maft have been n>iKed with fome 
black drug, I think, to produce Aich a fombfe 
mtoxication. 

. 'Page*' It may refl in the cellar long enbugbk 
for mfe J I'll none on't. 

iL^, Peace, young Sir; and gobrfore with 
•neof thefe lights. 

^Exeunt, Page lighting thein^ 

« 

SCENE IL 

An atcked Grotto^ the Roof and Sides of which 
are crujted &ver mth Shells a^ul Corals ^ <§r. ; a 
Banquet Jet out^ ornamented mth Lamps and 
F^oons ofFlotven. JEnk7* Countefs, led vc 
by DARt2, and Livia by Valdemkre, two 
other Ladies by ike Baron and Waj-ter 
Baurch£]l, Page and Attendants Jollowihgi 

Liv. Welcome all to my fea^hymph's hallj 
an(|d6 me the honour to place yourfelves at 
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table, as bell pleafes your . fancy, without cere* 
mony. -^ If you hear any found without, 'tis 
but the rolling of forty fathom water over-head j 
and nothing can intrude on our merrita'€snt, 
but a whale, or a mermaid, or a dolphin. • - 
: Walt This fame fea-nymph muft have ati 
ingenious art of cultivating rofes in tiiie bottom 
of the ocean. 

Liv. It muft be a perfe6l contrivance ^deed 
that efcapes the correct tafte of Mr.. Walter 
Baurchel. Fruit and ices perhaps may Itkewifi) 
be an incongruity: ftiall I order them awliy» 
and feaft you on lalt- water atid limpits ? ' 

Bar. Aye, pickle him up with brine, in i 
corner by himfelf; for he has a fecret fympalhy 
with every thing uncherifhing and pungent; 

Lh\ Do me the honour to take your places. 
I can pretty well divine which of the ladies will 
be your charge, gentle . Baron. — But how is 
this ? The Countefs and you exchange ftrange 
looks,, methinks, as if you did not know one 
another. 

Bar. Some people exchange ftrange looks, 
fair Livia, from the oppofite caufe. 

Liv. I don't comprehend you : ftiould you 
have preferred being in mafks? That indeed 
would have been a lefs common amuferaent. 

Bar. By no means, Madam ; the Countefs 
and I meeting one another unmalked is a very 
uncommon one. 

Countefs. You know beft, Baron, as far as you 
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are yourfelf concerned : you always appeared to 
me a good and amiable man, and a mod tender 
and elegant poet. 

Bar. .Of which, Madam, jou always took 
great care to inform me, as a fincere and dif- 
iiiterefled friend. 

Lk\ Ha! what is all this? Poo, pool take 
your plj^ces together as ufual: a love-quarrel 
never mars merry-making, 

Walt. Yes, tender doves! let them fmooth 
down their ruffled feathers by one another as 
fweetly as they can. Why (hould you. Madam, 
give yourfelf any uncafinefs about it. — But 
the Count, methinks, is lefs fprightly thaa 
ufual : there are no more love-quarrels, I hope, 
in the party. 

Liv. (looking at Vald.) Indeed you arc very 
filent : I have been too much occupied to ob- 
ferve it before-. You don't like ray grotto, I 
fear. 

Vald. Pardon me ! I like it very well : I like 
it very much. 

Liv. But this is not your ufual manner of 
exprefling approbation. 

Vald. Is it not? you do me honour to remem^f 
ber it. {Spealdng covfufedly as the company Jit 
dowfi to table) My fpirits are very — that is to 
fay, not altogether, but confiderably •— 

Dart. Low, V aldemere ? 

Vald. (fnatclmig up a glajs and filing a hum* 
per of^wine^ which hejwallorvs hajlily) No, Dartz; 
light as a fpather. My tongue was fo confound- 
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edly parch'd : this- wine is excellent Qirinkhtg 
another* bumper). There is more beauty in thefe 
decorations than I was aware of: the effe&» 
the tafte is incomparable. (^Drinks again.^ It is 
truly exquifite. 

Walt. The champaign you mean^ Count? 
1 fliould have gueffM as much. 

Void. No no; the decorations*— ^-^ Is it cham« 
paign ? Let me judge of its flavour more confix 
derately (drinks again) ; upon honour it is fit 
for the table of a god.— 'But our hoftels is^ 
divinity, and 'tis neftar we quaff at her boards- 
Wine! common earthly winel Tllthruft any 
man thro* with my rapier that fays it is but wine. 

Bar. Keep your courage for a better cauley 
Count. Report lays the enemy are nrear usj 
and you may foon have the honour to exert it 
in defence of your divinity. 

Walt. Which will be a facred war, you know, 
and will entitle you, perhaps, to the gloiy of 
martyrdom. 

Vald. The enemy ? 

Walt. Aye, report fays they are near us. 

Vald. Be it fo : I fliall be prepared for them 
^inks again). 

Dart. (Ti/ide to Walt.) By my faith, he will be 
prepared for them, for he'll fill himfelf mortal 
drunk, and frufl;rate our projedl entirely. (AJide 
to Page) Go, Boy, and bid them make hafte : 
thou underftand'ft me ? 

Page, (a/ide) Truft me for that : the Phi- 
Mines iliall be upon him immediately. 
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. JC^untq/s. Valdemere is immeafurably fond of 
yar and of military glory, which the tenderndl^ 
of a too fearful mother .has hitherto with^ 
difficulty reftrainedj and ip your caufe^ charnung 
Livia, he will be enthufiaftically devoted.. 

Lm I claim him then as my Knight, when- 
e'er I fland in need of his valorous arms> though 
it may, perhaps, prove but a troublefome ho* 

ILDUr. 

Vald. It is an honour I would purchafe-— 
aye, purchafe with a thou(and lives ■ I ikj 
it, divine Livia, with a thoufand lives> 
Life ! — life ! —What is it ? but the breath of a 
moment : I fcorn it. {Getting %^ from tabkj 
and reeling about) The enemy did they &y? 
Let an hod of them come: this fword fliall 
devour every mother's fon of them. — I'm 
prepared for them all. 

Bar. (a/ide to Dart.) He is too well prepared; 
we were foolilh to let hiip drink fb much. 

Counte/s. (afi,de to Vald.) Be feated again | 
you difturb-the company. 

Vald. (JUU reeling about) Aye, divine Livia j 
but the breath of a moment ; I fcorn it. 

(An alarm without : Re-enter Page ; as {f 
much frightened.) 

Page. O my Lady Livia ! O my Mafter ! O 
gentles all ! a party of the enemy is coming 
to attack the caftle, and they'll murder every 
foul of us. 

Void. Speak plainer. Wretch j what faid'ft 
thou? 

VOL. III. B 



f4^ "^E siege: a coMEbt; 

Page, (^/peaking loud in his ear) The enctny 

are coming to attack the caftle. 

Vald. Thou lieft. 

Page. I wilh I did ; but he will confirm mj 

words. 
{Pointing to a Servant wlw mm enters in alarm.) 

Ser. (Jo Vald.) He :Q)eaks truth, my Lord j 
they are approaching in great ftrength, 

Vald. Approaching ! are they near us then ? 

Page. Aye marry ! too near. They beat no 
dfum, as you may guefs ; but the heavy ibund 
-of their march ftrikes from the hollow ground 
mod fearfully. 

(Yaldemere becoming perfectly fober^ Jkmd$ 
' confounded.) 

Liv. {and the Ladies, mudi alarmed^ What 
jhall we do ? What will become of us ? 

Dart. Have courage. Madam ; have courage^ 
Xtadies; the valiant Valdemere is your defender; 
you have nothing to fqar. 

Liv. {and Ladies cromding clofe to Vald,) 
Aye, dear Count ; our fafety depends on you. 
Save us ! Save us ! We have no refuge but you. 
{All clarnouring at once J) 

Vald. Hulh, hulh, hufti ! They^U hear you. 
{In a low choked voice.) 

• > Dart. Nay, don't whilper, Valdemere j they 
are not fo near us yet. 

-, Bar. Roufe ye, Count, and give your orders 
for the defence of the caftle immediately. 
.1^ Dart. We are ready to execute them, be 
they ever fo daring. 
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TFalL Tliere is no time to be loft; your 
orders, Count : do you comprehend us ? 

Vald. My orders ! 

Dart. Your orders quickly. 

Vald. I am thinking 1 was thinking — — 

Page, {qfide.) How to fave yourfelf I believe. 

Bar. Well, noble Count, what are your 
thoughts. 

Void. I — I — I am confidering — — 

Walt. Thought and confideration become a 
good Commander, with fome fpice of adtivity 
into the bargain. 

Dart. There is no time to deliberate; iffiie 
your orders immediately. Under fuch an able 
commander we may ftand a fiege of fome 
days. 

Vald. A fiege ! — Aye, the very thing — and 
fo fuddenly ! ^ 

Page. You tremble, my Lord ; (hall I bring 
you drops ? 

Countefs. Thou Heft, Boy; get thee gone! 
{Afide to Vald.) Are you befide yourfelf? Tell 
them what to do ; tliey wait for your orders. 

Vald. I order them all to the walls. Hafte, 
hafi^, (^pujlung off the Ladies wJioJtand neathirn) 
and man them as well as you can. 

Bar. Woman them, you mean, Valdemere ; 
thefe are Ladies you pufh. 

Countefs. Nay ; you crowd upon him too 
much — you confufe him : he is as brave as 
his fword, if you would leave off confounding 
him fo. 
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Liv. Dear Valdemere ! What is the matter? 
Roufe yourlelf, roufe yjourfelf ! {A great alarm 
mtRout.) Hear that found : they are at hand ; 
what fhall we do ? ' There is a vault by the fide 
of this grotto, where we poor miferable women 
may be concealed, but ■ ' ■ 

Vald* {eagerly) Where is it ? My duty is to 
take care of you, dear Livia : come, come 
with me, and Pll place you in fecurity. (Catches 
iiold of the Page in his hurry y and nms off mth 
bimJ) 

Countefs. Stop, flop ! Tliat is the Page you 
liavie got. Will you leave me behind you ? 

(As Yidd. is about to drag the Page into a 
recefs at the jide of the Jlage^ the Boy 
laughs outrighty and lie difcwers his 
miftake.^ 

Vald. Off, Wretch ! Wtere i^ Livia ; come, 
come, my Life! where are you? (Stretching 
out 07ie hofid to her^ while his body bends eagerly 
the other way.) 

'Xiv. No, Count ; I will not go. Alarm 
overcame me for the moment j but now I will 
enter the caftle ; and if the enemy Ihould take 
it,. they Ihall find me there in a fituation be- 
coming its Miilrefs. 

Omnes. Bravely faid. Lady ! Let us all to 
the cafl^le. 

Dart With or without a commander, w^*ll 
defend it to the laft extremity. 
. Countefs^ (going to Vald. and Jpeqking in his 
cary while Jlie pulls him along with lie?^) Come 
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with the reft, or be difgraced for ever. Did I 
put a fword by your fide, a cockade in your 
hat, for this ? 

(A jail louder alarm mthouty and eXepj?t 
in great hurry and confujion.') 

SCENE IIL 

A Grove by the Cajile ; the Scene darkened^ and 
moving Lights Jeen through the Trees from the 
Caftlcy Jbmetimes gleaming from tlie Battle* 
mentSy and fomeiimes from the Windows : Enter 
Nina mth a Teqfanl^s Stirtout over her 
Drefs. 

Nin. O, if in this difguife I could but enter 
tlie caftle ! Alas ! the company are gone in, 
and the gate is now (hut. I'll wait here till day- 
break. — AVoe is jne! He paft by me quickly, and 
heard me not when I fpoke to him. ■ O 
mercy ! Soldiers coming here ! (Ilides herfelf 
among ffome hi/ties.') 

Enter Bounce, followed by Soldiers. 

Bounce. Come, let us he6lor it here awhile : 
I'll warrant ye we make a noife that might do 
for the fiege of Troy. 

iji Sold. Aye, you're a book-learned man. 
Corporal : you're always talking of that there 
fiege. Could they throw a bomb in thofe days, 
or fire off' an eighteen-pounder any better than 
purfelves ? (Firing heard mthout.') 

» 3 



246 THE siege: a comedy. 

Bounce. Hark ! our Comrades are at it on the 
other fide : let us to it here at the fame time, 
I'll warrant ye we'll make the fair Lady within, 
and my Lady's fair gentlewomen, and the vil- 
lage Cure himfelf, fhould he be of the party, 
cafl up their eyes like boiled filh, and lay ten 
pater-nofter's in a breath. 
( Voices without) 

Hallo! hallo! Comrades t 
Who goes there ? 

(Enter 2d Soldier anrf others.) 

2d Sold. What makes you fo quiet, an' be 
hanged to you ! An old woman with her ^in- 
ning-wheel might be ftationed here to as much 
purpofe. I could not tell where to find you. 

Bounce. By my faith, 'tis the firfl time Cor- 
poral Bounce was ever accufed of not making 
noife enough. Come ; we'll give you a round 
ihall make the whole principality tremble. 

(They prepare to jire^ when ^d Soldier 
enters i?i hq/ie.) 

^d. Sold. Hold, there ! Spare your powder 
for better purpofe : an advanced corps of the 
enemy is coming in good eameft, and marching 
in hafte to the caftle. 

Bounce. So, we're to have real fighting then ! 
Faith, Comrade, valiant as I am, a little fliam 
thunder, and a good fupper after it, wo^ld have 
pleafed my humour full as well at this prefent 
time. Pell take it ! They mull open the gate^ 
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and let us in. What gentlemen are in the 
caftle ? We have no officer to command us. 

^d Sold. The Chevalier Dartz is there, and 
Count Valdemere. 

Bounce^ Ah ! he's but a craven-bird, that 
fame Count : a kind of Free-mafon-foldier, for 
parades and proceffions, and the like. If the 
young Baron de Bertrand were there, we fliould 
be nobly commanded. 

3^ Sold. Don't fland prating here j let ua 
give the alarm to the reft of our Comrades, and 
get into the caftle ere the enemy come up with 
us. 

Bounce. Come, then ! But what move3^ 
amongft the buflies? (Pulling out Nina) A girlj 
i'faith, diiguifed in a countryman's furtout. 

Nin. O dear— ^O mercy! Don't be angry 
with me : I'm a poor harmlefs creature. 

Bounce. Bleffings on thee, pretty One ! thou'rt 
harmlefs enough : don't think we're afraid of 
thee. Come away with us : we'll lodge thcQ 
fafely in the caftle. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE L^A HMintheCq/Oe: Enter Jjiyia 
and the Baton, talking as they enter. 

Lrv. "VTES, Baron ; you and your friends 
-^ have, by this plot of yours, taught 
tnfe a fevere ieffon ; and I thaiik you for it, 
though my own uhderftanding ought to have 
fnade it unneceflkry. 

Bar. Dear Livia ; why fhould a young 
tromah like you be fo much affronted at finding 
her uhderftanding ~ for ybu .are mighty fond d( 
that word imderftanding — not qtiite infallible ? 
At the age of Gi^^ an age I fhall henceforth 
honeftly own I have attained, one is not fur^ 
prifed at fome fmall deficiencies even in one's 
6wn utiderftanding. One can then, as I fhall 
henceforth do, give up the vanity of being a 
wife man, 

Liv. And a poet, too. Baron f That were 
too much to give up in one day. 

Bar. Pofterity will fettle that point. Madam, 
and I fhall give myfelf very little concern about 
the matter. 

Liv. Which one can eafily perceive is per- 
fectly indifferent to you. (Noi/e without) What 
encreafed noife is that ? Since your poor vi6i:im 
is already facrified, (for they tell me he is^gojf^, 
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on pretence of violent illnefs, to the vaults under 
the caftle,) why continue this mock-war any 
longer ? 

Enter Servant, 

Bar, By this man's looks one might fuppofe 
that our mockery had turned to earned. 

Liv. (to Serv.) What is the matter ? 

Serv. A party of the real enemy. Madam, 
has come to attack the caftle, and is now fighting 
with the Chevalier's men at the gate. 

Liv, Why did you not open the gate to re^ 
ceive the Chevalier's men ? 

Serv. They called to us to get in; but we 
could not diftinguilb them from the enemy^ 
who were clofe on their heels; fo we let down 
the portcullis, a'nt pleafe you, .and they m.ufl 
fight it out under the walls as they can. 

Bar. Is the Chevalier in the cattle ? 

Serv. O lud, no, Sir! he fallied out. by the 
poilern with Mr. Walter Baurchel and fome of 
the domeftics, and is %hting with them like a 
devil. But his numbers are fo fmall, we fear. he 
mull be beaten ; and 

Liv. And how can we hold out with neither 
men, iimmunition, nor provifions. Merciful 
Heaven deliver us 1 

i^Snter Masd#fervant8^ wringing tkeir hands.) 

Maids. 01ud,lticll What will become of us ? 
What will become of tis ? What fliall we do ? 

J5 
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Bar. Any thing you pleafe but flun usi with 
ibch frantic clamour^ Get off to your laundries 
and your ftore-rooms, and your dreffing clofets, 
and don't encreafe the confufion here. 

(Exeunt Maids, clamouring and wringing 
their hands.') 

Jjiv. You are rough with thofe poor crea«^ 
tores ; they are very much frightened. 

Bar. Not half fo frightened as thofe who 
make lefs noife. They think it neceffary to 
raife an out-cry, becaufe they are women and it 
is expe6led from^ them. I have been long 
enough duped in this way ; I have po patience 
with it now. — But I muft go to the* walls and 
try to be of ufe (going). 

(Voice ^without) Succour ! Succour I 

JJv. Ha ! there is a welcome cry. 

Enter Jbanetta. 

Succour did they fay ? 

Jean. Yes, my Lady : a band of men come 
to relieve us ; and their leader is charging the 
enemy fo furiofly fword in hand I — the Cheva- 
lier, they faid, fought likea devil ; but he fights 
like forty devils.*' We have been looking down 
upon them by torch-light from the walls;, and 
their fwords iiafh, and their plumes Bod> and 
their eyes glare in the light fo gallantly, I could 
almoft fally out myfelf and take a bout ivith tbem. 

Bar. (to Jean.) Aye, Minx j thpu*rt forward 
enough to do any thing. ,- i^- > ... ♦: .^/ 
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Liv. Nay, chide her not when flie brings, us 
good news. — Heaven be praifed for this timely 
aid ! What brave man has brought it to us ? 
Doll thou know him^ Jeanetta ? 

Jean. No, Madam : for, thank God ! his back 
is to us, and his face to the foe ; but there is a 
fmack in his air of the Baron de Bertrand. 

Bar. Ha ! my brave Antonio 1 PU be fwom 
it is he. Come ; let us to the ramparts, and 
look down on the combatants. 

Liv^ Heaven grant there be not much blood* 
ihed ! £Exeunt; 



SCENE 11. 

A dark Vault: Enter Valdemere, ^/fowec? 2y 
Page, carrying a torch in one handj and Ms 
plumed Cap in the other. 

Vdld. (after hurrying Jbme paces ortward^ 
Jtopsjhort^ and looks wildly round him) Is there 
no paffage this way ? 

Page. No, my Lord ; but you run mai'vel- 
loufly fail for one fo ill as you • are : I could 
fcarcely keep up with you : pray flop here Zr 
wbile and take breath. 

Void. Stop here, and that found Hill behind 
ine I 

Page. Wh^it found ? 

V^ld. Pid'ft thou not hear the tread of heavy 
fteps behind us ? The trampling of a whok 
J?»nd ? 
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Fage. It was but the found of my feet follow* 
itJg you. 

Vald. Only that. The caftle is taken thou 
iay*ft, and the ruffians are in queft of me. 

Fage. Aye, marry are they! Their faVage 
leader fays, as the old tale-book has it, that he'll 
have the heart's blood of Count Valdemere on 
iiis fword before he ej^t or fleep. 

Vald. His fword 1 

Fage. Aye, my Lord, a good heavy rapier I 
aflure you ; and he fwears, fince you have not 
fought like a man ox\ the walls, he'll kill, you 
like a rat in your hole, 

Vald. I am horribly befet } 

Fage. Aye, hot* worjc, my Lord ; the big 
drops fall from your forehead, like a thunder 
fliower. 

Vald. Thou liefl ; I ain cold as the damp of a 
fepulchre. 

Fage. And pale too, as the thing that lies 
within it, 

Vald. (lijlening) Hark, hark ! they are coming. 

Fage. I hear nothing, 

Vald. Thou dolt I thou dofl ! lying Varlet, 
with that treacherous leer upon thy face : thoii 
haft decoyed me here for deftrudion. (Catch^ 
ing him by the throat.^ 

Fage. For mercy, my Lord, let go your hold! 
I hear nothing, as I hope to be fayed, but our 
own voices founding again from the vaulted 
roof over our heads. 
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■ Void* Aye, it is vaiilted ; thou'rt right, per- 
haps. — This flrange ringing in my ears will not 
fuffer me to know the founds that really are^ 
from thofe are not. — Why doft thou grin fo ? 
I have a frenzy I believe j I know I aiigi ftrangely 
difordered. It was not fo with me yefterday* I 
could then — Doft thpu grin ftiU ? Stand 
fome paces off: why art thou always fo near 
me ? 

Page, (retiring to the oppojitejide ofthejtage) 
I had beft perhaps ; his hand has the gdpe of a 
madman. 

Void, (leans his hack agai^/i the Jide^/cene^ 

preffing his temples tightly with both IiantfSy wd 

fpeahing l(fw to lUm/elf) This horrible tumult 

of nature ! it knows within itfelf the moments 

that precede its deftru6tion. 

Fage. I muft let him reft for a time. (Pat^^ 
— It is cold here doing nothing. (Puts on his 
cap.) — He moves not: his eyes have a fixed 
ghaftly ftare ; truly he is ill. (Going up to him.) 
You are very ill, my Lord. 

Vald. (Jlarting) Have mercy upon me ! 
Page. Don't ftsrt, my Lord ; it was I who 
fpoke to you. 

Vald. Who art thou ? 
Page. Your Page, my Lord. 
Fald. Ha! only thou! thy ftature feemed 
gigantic. 

Page. This half-yard of plume m my cap, and 
vour ffood fancv have made it fov 
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Vald. Aye ; thou wert unbonnetted hetorei 
Keep by me then, but don't fpeak to me. (Put* 
ting his hand again to his temples.) 

Page. Nay, I mull aflc what is the matten 
You are very ill: what is the matter with 
you ? 

Vald. There is a beating within me like the 
pendulum of a great clock. 

Page. Is it in your heart or your head, my 
Lord ? . 

Vald. Don't ipeak to me : it is every where* 

Page. Reft here a-while ; they will not difc 
cover you. You are indeed very ill. — Are you 
worfe ? 

Vald. Speak not ; my mouth is parched like a 
cinder ; I can't anfwer thee. 

Page. I'll fetch you fome water. (Going.) 
t Vald. (Jpringing acrofs the Jiage after him) 
Not for the univerfe. 

Page, (qfide) He's ftrong enough ftill I fee. 
(Turming his ear to the entry of the vault.) 

Vald. Thou'rt liftening; thou hear'ft fome- 
thing. 

Page. By my faith they ate coming now. 

Vald. Merciful heaven ! where fhall I run ? 

Page. Where you pleafe, my Lord. . 

Vald. (him^ying two or three Jleps on^ in a hind 
qf groping '^^y) The light fails me : I don't 
fee where I am going. 

Page. Nay it burns very clearly ; I fear it 
will difcover where we are. 

Vald. Put it out ! put it out for God's fake ! 

II 
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•^ Where is it ? (^Seizes on the torchy puts it out 
Jtamping on it with his Jeet^ then laying him/elf 
on the floor) I am gone — I am dead ; tell them 
fo for God's fake ! . 

Page. I Ihali tell but half a lie when I do* 

Enter Baron and Walter Baurchel with SoU 
dier^s Cloaks thrown over them^ and LiviA in 
the fame Difguife with a military Cap drawn 
ever her Eyes^ a Servant preceding them with 
Torches. 

Liv. (^Jfirinking back asjhe enters) Is he dead ? 
(Page nodSy and winks to Iter Jtgnificantly.) 

Bar. (in a rough voice) Has the Caitiff efcaped 
my fword ? Have I thirfted for his blood in vain? 

Walt, (in a rough voice alfo) Is he really 
dead ? 1*11 lay my hand on his breaft, and fed if 
his heart beats. 

Page. O don't do that, gracious merciful Sir! 
You'll but defile your worlhipful fingers in touch- 
ing of a dead corfe, which brmgs bad luck with 
^ it. 

. Walt. Well then, Boy, I will not ; but there 
are a couple of brawny knaves without, who are 
burying the dead for us ; they (hall come forth- 
with, and call him into the pit with the refl. 

Page. O lud, no. Sir ! don't do that, pleafi 
your worfliipful Goodnefs ! What if he Ihould. 
come alive again ? 

Walt. Never fear that : I'U draw this rapier 
crofs his laced cravat, and make it fecure. 

Valdt {Jiarting up upon his knees) Mercy^ 
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inercy ! flay riot a dying man ; let me breatibcl 
Jny laft breath without violence. 

Liv* (covering her eyes^ and turning away Iter 
heud) Torment him no more, I befeech you I 

{Enter Antonio, and Dartz mth his arm bound 

up.) 

Ant Nay, Gentlemen, this is utifeeliiig, un- 
generous, dnmanly. Stand upcra your feet. 
Count Valdemere (raifing him up), there are 
none but friends near you, if friends they may 
be called, who have played you fach ^ abcHni- 
nable trick* 

Vald. How is this ? Art thou Antonio ? 
Where are thole who would have butcher'd me i 

Omnes, Liv. and Ant eMepted. Ha, ha, ha ! 
(laugMngJbme time:) 

Bar. No where, Valdemere, but in your owa 
imagination. We have put this deceit upou 
you to cure you of arrogance andboafting. 

Walt. Running the ufual ri(k, gentle Count, 
of not haying our fervices very thankfully ac- ♦ 
knowledged. 

Vald. You have laid a diabolical fnare for me, 
and I have fallen into it moft wretchedly. -^ I 
have been ftrangcly overcome. I have been 

moved as with magic, — I have been I 

— I know not — What Ihall I call it ? 

Walt. Give yourfelf no tr<i((tble about that, 
Count 5 we can find a name for it. 

Ant. Nay, good Sir ; you fliall not call it by 
any name a man woidd be afham — (correit* 
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trig lumfelf) unwilling to hear. The Count, as 
t)artz has informed me, while I bound up his 
liround above Hairs, has been tampered with, by 
dreams and fortune-telling and other devices, 
in £t Way that might have overcome many a 
man, who, differently circumftanced, would not 
have ihrunk from his duty in the field. And 
fliall W€l Iport wantonly with a weaknefs of our 
•nature in fome degree common to all ? We ad- 
mire a br^Ve man for overcoming it, and fhould 
pity the lefs brave when it overcomes him. 
Liv. {catching his hand eagerly) Noble Antonio ! 

Ant. Young man, I thslnk you : this fqueeze 
of the hand tells me I have you upon my fide. 

Vaid. And let me alfo lay, " Noble An- 
tonio !'* — And what more can I Iky ! I have 
not deferved this generous treatment fr6m ybu. 

Ant. Say nothing more : the tramfadlions of * 
this night fhall be as if they had never bdeil : 
they will never be mentioned by any of us. 

Walt, Speak for yourfelf, Antonio De Ber- ' 
trand ; my tongue is a free agent, and will iiot 
be bridled by another perfon's feelings^ But 
there is one condition on which I confent to be 
filent as the grave ; and the Baron and Cheva- 
lier cohcui* with me. 

(Bar. and Dartz.) We do toi 

[Exit Ban 

Dart. We but require of Valdemere to do 
what, as a man of honour he is bound to do ; 
and fatisfied on this pointy our filence is fecured 
for ever. 

VOL. III^ s 
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(Re-enter Bar, leading in Nina.) 

Bar. (to Vald,) Look on this fair gentlewo* 
man : her father was a refpe6lable officer, 
though misfortunes prevented his prooaotioB* 
You have taken advantage of her fituation, 
being under the prote6lion of tlie Countefe your 
mother, as a God^daughter and diilant rela^ 
tion, to life her moil unworthily* Make her 
your wife, and receive, as her dowry, your re- 
putation in. the world untarniihed. 

Walt, Now, good, heroic, fentimental An- 
tonio ; is this too much to require of the noble * 
p^fbnage you plead for ? 
' jlnt. On this I am compelled to be filent. 

JBar. Will Count Valdemere vouchfafe u» as 
anfwer ? Will you marry her or not. Count ? 

Vald, J have indeed — I ought in RriSt jut 

tice She will not accept of one who has 

ufed her fo unworthily. 

Page, {eagerly) I hope not : I would rather 
than a thoufand crowns fhe would refufe him. 

Dart. Will you have him or not, pretty Nina ? 
Don't be afraid to refufe him : we flian^t think 
the worfe of you if you do, (Nina Jlandsjilent 
and weeping.) 

Page, (afide to Nina) Don't have him. Wo- 
man ; he's a coward and a coxcomb, and a ■• 
don't have him. 

NiTia. (afide) Ah, you haye never loved hii*. 
as I have done, Brother^ 



\ 
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Page. {aloUd) Murraih take thee and thy love 
too! thou haft^no more ipiritin thee than a worm. 

Bar. Bravo, Boy ! thou haft enough of it, I 
fee ; and I'll put a ftand of colours in thy hand 
as foon as thou art Ilrong enough to caiTy them. 
Thou art my boy now ; I will prote6l thee. 

JPage. J thailk you, Baron. — Arid itiy fifter j 
will you protedl her too ? 

Bar. Yes, Child ; both of you. 

PagCi Refufe him then, Nina : haft thoii hd 
Iriore pride about thee ? 

Nina. Alas! I fhould have more pride.: I 
know I fliould ; but I have been fadly humbled. 

Page. Thou'lt be ftill more fo if thou art his 
Ivife, truft me ! for he'll delpile thee, and cow 
thee, and make thee a poor flave to his will. 
Thou*lt tremble at every glance of his eye, and 
^very turn of his humourfome fancy. — He'll 
treat thee like a very 

Vald. Stop, fpiteful Wi^etch ! I'll cherifli and 
proteft her, and turn every word* thou haft ut- 
tered to a manifefi and abominable falfehood. 
•^ Give me thy hand, Nina ; thou really loveft 
irte; no one will do it but thee; and I fhall 
have need of fomebody to love me. 

OmneSk Well faid. Count ! this is done like a 
tnan! 

Ant. {to Page) F'aith, Boy ! thofe fharp words 
<Jf thine were worth a ftore of gentle perfuafion. 
^ou haft woo'd for thy fifter in a ipell-like 
faihion as witches fay their prayers backwards. 
I wifh fomebody would court my miftrefs for 

s a 
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me in the fame manner : His the only chance 
have of winning her. 

' Liv. {in a feigned voice') 1*11 do that for thee, 
gallant De Bertrand ; for I know faults enough 
of yours to acquaint her with, befides the greateft 
of all faults, concealing good talents under a 
bu/Jiel ; every tittle of which I will tell her forth- 
with, and fhe'll marry you, no doubt, out of 
fpite. 

Ant. Tlianks, pleafant Stripling! May thy 
fuccefs be equal to thy zeal ! {Taking her hand) 
Thy name. Youth : thou haft a pretty gait in 
that warlike cloak of thine, but thy cap over- 
ihadows thee perverfely. — Ha ! this is not a 
boy's hand ! — That ring — O Heavens ! 

{Retires Jbme paves back in confi/Jiony *whiU 
Livia, taking off her cap and cloak ^ makes 
him a profound curtefey ; and paufes^ eS' 
peding him to ^/peak. Finding himjilent^ 
fie begins to rub her hand^ arid look at it 
affededly.) 
J AT. It is not a boy's hand. Baron de Ber- 
trand : 'tis the hand of a weak foolifh woman, 
which Ihall be given to a lover of hers whQ is 
not much wifer than herfelf, whenever he has 
courage to aflc it. 

Walt, {ajide^ jogging Ant.) That is thyfelf: 
doft thou not apprehend her, Man ? 

IJi\ {fill looking at her hcmd) Even fb ; 
whenever he-has courage to alk it* That, I 
fuppofe, may happen in about five ox fix years 
from thie prefent time- 
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Ant. (running up to fievj catching lie?- handy 
dnd putting his knee to the ground) Now, now, 
dear Livia ! O that I could utter what I feel ! 
— I am a fool ftill ; — I cannot. 

Liv. Nothing you can poflibly fay will make 
me more fenfible of your generous worth, or 
more alhamed of my former injuftice to it. 

(^All crowd round Ant. and Liv. to congra- 

tulate thentj when the Countefs is heard 

Jpeaking angrily without) 

Dart. We muft pay our compliments anotlier 

time J I fear there is a llorm ready to burft 

upon uSt 

Enter Countefs. 
^ Countefs. Yes, Gentlemen ; I have heard of 
your plot, as you call it ; a diabolical con- 
ipiracy for debafing the merit you envy. I 
defpife you all : you are beneath my anger. 

Walt. Let us efcape it then. 

Countefs. (Jo Walt.) Aye, fnarjing Cynic! 
who haft always a prick of thy adder's tongue 
to beftow upon every one whom the world 
admires or carefles ; thou art the wicked mover 
of all thefe contrivances, (To the Bar,) As for 
you, poor antiquated iMiW-Twa^er ! had I but 
continued to praife your verfes, you would have 
fuffered me to ruin your whole kindred v^ry 
quietly; nor had one fingle grain of Qompundlion 
difturbed the fweet calm of ypur gratified vanity. 

Bar. Nay, Madam j I cannot charge my 
memory with any interruption of your goodnefs, 

» 3 
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in this relpe6l, to my face: had you bf^n as 
peffeveringly obliging behind my back, ve 
might indeed have reinained longer friends tbaa 
would have been entirely for the iQtprefts of my 

heir. / . 

Countejs. Well, ^yell; may eyery urchin qi 
the principality learn by rote fome fcrap of your 
poetry, ^nd niouth it at you as often as you flir 
abroad! (To Li v,) And you. Madam } you are 
here, too, amongft this worfhipful divan ! This 
is your hofpitality — your ' delicacy rr? your t— 
O ! may you wed a tyrant for your pains, and 
thefe walls prove your odious prifon ! — ]5ut I 
fpend my words vainly : where is the unhappy 
victim of your envious malevolence ? They 
told me he w^3 here. {Difcovering Vald, and 
Nina retired to the bottom of thejiage) Ha ! yQ^ 
fire here, patiently enduring their triuipph, 
degenerate Boy ! Is this the fruit of all my 
cares ? Did I procure for you a military ap- 
pointment^ did 1 teafe every creature conne^d 
with me for your promotion, did I ruin my^lf 
for your extravagant martial equippcients — and 
has it all come to this ? 

Vald. You put me into the army. Madam, U> 
pleafe your own vanity ; and they who thxuil 
theit fons into it for that purppfe, are not 
always gratified. 

CdmteJL And you ^nfwer me thus ! I hay^ 
fpoilt you, indeed J and an indulged child^ \ 
find, does not always prove ^ dutiful onet Tl^p 
15 that you hold by the han4 ? 
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' Vald. My wife. Madam. 

Countefs, Your wife ! You do not fay fo :; 
you dare not fky fo. Have they impofed a wife 
npon yoii alfo ? Let go her unworthy hand. 

VM. No, Madam ; never. It is my l:^d 
that is unworthy to hold fo much innocent 
affo6iion. 

Counieji. You are diftra^ed : let go her hand, 
or I renounce you for ever. — What, will you 
not ? 

Vald. I will not* 

Counte/s. Thou can^ft be fturdy, 1 find, only 
for thine own ruin. They have confounded 
and bewildered thee : thou haft joined the con* 
fpiracy again ft thyfelf, ai^d thy poor mother. — 
O, I could hate thee more than them all! — 
Heaven grant me patience ! 

Walt. I like to hear people pray for what they 
reaHy -^mt 

Coimtefs. Infolent ! Heaven grant you what 
ydU ne^ not pray for, the deteftation of every 
^t iiinoyed with your peftiferous fociety. 

[Exit in rage. 
Dart^ L^t us be thankful this tornadt> is over,, 
ahcl the hurry of an eventful day and night fo 
happily concluded. -^ I hope, charming Livia,^ 
yoii ft)rgive our deceit, and regret not its con- 
fequences. 

Lw. Tl>e only thing to bfe regretted, CheVa* 
lier, is the w(mtld you have received. 

ti&tt. Thank God ! this, though but flight. 
Is the only harm that has been done to^night| 

s 4 
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a broken pate ortwo excepted ; and our feigned 
attack upon the caftle has been proyidfintially 
the means of defending it frpra a real one. 
Had not Antonio, however, who was. not in 
our plot, come fo opportunely to our aid, we 
had been beaten.-^But now that I have time to 
enquire, how did'ft thou come fo opportunely ? 
Ant. I have been in the habit of wandering 
after dart round the walls. Livia knows not 
how many nights I have watched the light 
gleaming from the window of her chamber. 
Wandering then, as ufual, I difcover^d a corps 
of the enemy on their march to the caftle, and 
went immediately for fuccour, which I for- 
tunately found. We have both fought ftoutly, 
my Friend, with our little force ; but the blows 
have fallen to your Ihare, and the bleffing tq 
mine. 

# 

Dart. Not fo ; friends keep not their fhares 
fo diftin6lly. 

Liv. True, CheValier; and you claim, be- 
fides, whatever fatisfa6lion you may have from 
the gratitude of this good company, for con- 
triving a plot that has ended fo fortupately. 

Dart. Nay, there is, I fear, one perfon in 
this good company, from whom my claims, of 
this kind, are but fmall. — Count Valdemere, 
can you forgive me ? 

Vald. Alk me not at prefent, Dartz. I know 
that my condudl to Antonio did deferve cor- 
re6lion ; but you have taken a reyenge for 
him with m^citels feverity, which he wx>uld 
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himfelf have been too generous, too noble to 
have taken. 

Dart. Well, Count, I confefs I Hand fbtnei* 
what reproved and confcience-ftricken before 
you. 

Walt (to Dart.) Why, truly, if he forgive 
theiB, or any of us, by this day twelvcrmonth, 1% 
will be as much as we can reafonably expe6l. 

Dart. Be it fo ! And now we have all pardon 
aik, where, I hope, it will be granted ipimedv 
^tply. (^Bomng to the atidienfe,^ 
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A SERIOUS ItfUSlCAL DRAMA^ 



IN TWO ACTS. 



PERSONS OF THE DRAMA. 



MEN. 

Ulrick, Lord of the JJland. 

Ermingard. 

Bastiani, Friend OjTUlrick. 

Garcio, Friend of ^xinmg2ixAi 

Page. 

Pope's Legate. 

Knights of St. John of Jerufalem. 

Filhermen, Singers, Attendants of the 
TLegate, &c, 

WOMEN. 

Aurora. 

Terentia, a noble Lady and Govemante to 
Aurora. 

-p ' > Ladies attending on Aurora. 

Scene, a fmall Ifland of the Mediterranean. 
Time, towards the middle oftJie 14th Ccfitury. 



f I^ 



IHE BEACON. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I. — A Grove adjotJiing to a cq/lellated 
Buildings part of which only isjeen. Several 
People are di/covered near the Window of one 
of its Towers J who begin to Jing as the Curtain 
draws up. 

Song of feveral voices. 

TJP ! quit thy bower ^ late wears the lumr ; 

Long have tlie rooks caw^d round thy tower; 
Onfiower and tree^ loud hums the bee ; 
The wilding kidfports merrily : 
A day fo bright^ fo frejli^ fo clear j 
Shineth when good fortune^ s near. 

Up ! Lady fair^ and braid thy hair^ 

And rouze thee in the breezy air ; 

The lulling Jlream, that footh*d thy dream^ 

Is dancing in the funny beam ; 

And hours fo fweet^ fo bright^ fo gay^ 

Will waft good fortune on its way. 

iTp ! time will tell ; the friar^s bell 
Its fervicefound hath chimed well / 
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On all wild fongs, and founds^ and ominoii^ 

things, 
(Shunning the fober intereourfe of friends 
Such as affliction courts,) her ear and fancy 
Do folely dwell. This vifionary ftate 
Is fofter*d by thefe nightly watchings j there-* 

fore, I 

1 fay again, I will no more endure jt'jx. 
This night fliall be the lad. - ' 

Ter. That Eriningard upon the plains of 
. Paleftiiie 
Fell on that fatd day, what fober mind 
Can truly doubt ; altho' his c6rpfe, defaced^ 
Or hJd by other flain, was ne'er difcover'd* 
For, well I am affur'd, had he furvived it. 
Knowing thou wer*t his rival, and Aurora 
Left in this ifle, where thou bear'ft fovVeigii 

fway, 
He, with a lover's fpeed, had haften'd back. 
AH, whom the havoc of the battle fpared^ 
Have to their homes returned.— —Thou ihak'ii 

thy head. 
Thou doft not doubt ? 

Ul. We'll fpeak of this no more# 

I'm fick and weary of thefe calculations^ 
We muft and will confider him as dead j 
And let Aurpra know > ■ 

Unter Bastiani. 

(To Baft, angrily^ Why, Baftiani, 
Intrud'ft thou thus regardlefs of my ftate ^ 
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,Thefe petty carei^ 2;fe g^9F^. P^^ ifkl^jne tp^ae ; 
'I cannot hear thee now. 

Baji. Indeed, my X^rd, it is ;no Jie^iy C3XC» r 
Cofllppk:^ne,toi^trwdev W^t^W y^Flj^Pft :* 
A v§(ffel ff^aJ:^]?9jy^Iftnd.h^;iQpprU . ^^r^ 

BaJi. No, goo4,^i9y3$^rd ! 

fl^Myiiflgate^fCftW^^ . . ;. 

Who, by late tempefts driven on our Cj^fts, 
Means %^^ bi^ ,j^ajtter'd pipnacq tfi ^q^t, , 
And give refreflippLent to ||[is w^?irytxa$a. : 
: IJJ. , ific eyiLljpur he cp^s tQiipijd, it .hjejje. 

BaJi, -ije: dotkapp^ a.in^k.anjdjj^gfpl 

C77. . fTis feeming > all. r I iWppld 7$cit:h^ ^.<Hlfd 

rfbeS: . : • • ^ 

,Far rather in th* embattled plain conjtepd 

Thai^ ftrive .vri^h Xych my peap^fi^,$Q\yB ^i^ditbjn. 
Akea^y landed %f ft thpu? . r; ^ ? 

JBo/?. Yes, from thoj Ij^qh, [tifcieff 

Between ,pur ga^i^g figl^ll an^tji? b?fei| 4«i?I* 
That glows behind them in the weftern fun, 
CroflSes. jQJid ipears and •cro^eirs ijiew^filoft \ 
Their darkened Ipikes, in ijioft. diftijj6l coni 

While grey-cowl'd monks,; and npuqde-ftoled 
priefts, / :: . ;. 

And crellediChiefdax:Jo0J2gAgix^ . : T 

Motley itndigaiifti> yet ri^t;jrolemO:tooi,^ / i u . 

27?;^^ Then 'xmift JL iia^;to joiB^tlMau i '^ • ' 
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Bq/L Or be moft flrangely wantiiig in rc^r 

For every flrect and alley of your city. 
Its eager fwarm pours forth to gaze upon thenu 
The very fick and dying, whofe wan chedcs 
No more did think to meet the breath of 

heaven. 
Creep to their doors, and ftretch their withered 

arms 
To catch a benediction. Bluihing maids. 
Made bold by inward fenfe of ian€tity. 
Come forth with threaded roferies in their hands 
To have them by the holy prdate blefs'd ; 
And mothers-hold their wond'ring infimts up. 
That touch of paffing cowl or £icred robe- 
May bring them good. — And in fair truth, my 

Lord, 
Amongft the crowd the reverend legate feems 
Like a right noble and right gentle parent 
Cheering a helplefs race. 

Uk Aye, 'tis right plain thou art befbtted too. 
Were he Idb gentle, I Ihould fear him lefs. 

[Exit. 
Bajl. He's in a blefled mood : what lb diC 

turbs him ? 
Ter. What hajs difturb'd him long, as well 

thou knoweft : 
Aurora's perfevering fond belief. 
That her beloved Ermingard ftill lives 
And will return again. To guide his bark 
Upon our dang'rous coi^ flie ni^tly kindles 
Her watch-fire^ fitting by the lonely flame ^ 
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For fo fhe promifed, when he parted from her. 
To watch for his return. 

Bajl. Ulrick in wifdpm Ihould have married 
. them 
Before he went/for then the chance had been 
She had oot watch'd fo long. ■■ 

Your widow is a thing of more docility 
Than your lorn maiden. — Pardon^iair Terentia* 

Ter. Thy tongue wags freely. — Yet, I muft 

confefs, 

Had Ulrick done what thou call'.fl wifely, he . 

The very thing had done which as her kinfman 

He was in duty bound to. — But alas ! 

Ji wayward paifion warpM him from the right,' 

And made him ufe his power ungen'roufly ^ 

Their union to prevent. 

Baji. But tho^ the death of Ermingard were 
proved, . 

ThinVft thou Aurora would beflow her hand 

On one who has fo long her wifhea crbfs'd ; 

A lover cloth'd in ftem authority ? 

Ter. I know not ; Ulrick fondly fo believes ; 

Arid I, altho* allied to him by blood. 

The play-mate alfo of his early days. 

Dare not an oppofite opinion utter. 

B(i/L Hark there! I hear without th' ap- 
proaching crowd. 

My duty on this public ceremony 

I mull attend, for honour oif the flate. 

M 

In petty courts like this, on fuch occaiions, 
^ One igangled doublet more or lefs beari? count* 

X 2 '^ 



SCENE it. 

twined round with Flowers and green Plants^ 
^and d'B&ieer GOf^rlJeenht the back GrtnMd 
between ^POiars. ' JEkter^i.^^ Jblhwedhy 
lEvvA^Jiiialtih^ itsyhe tnters. 

\ Md^ Tes, doTo, Boy j Atifbi^a is at hand. — ^ 
Bot taKe witH thee, belldes^tHis Utile balk^. 
And gather rof^s in the farther diicket^ 
Clofe to Me garc^en gate. '— ^-^^ 

Pdgei (faking the l^d/ket) 
Giveit.ipjB ifien.. TShf chid'iiiey^^er^ 
Fdfgath'Mg fulilfj^re^ 
Fell onter lap : to day ril M* ijiy'baf/k'et 
With buds, iuid budlin^s. ktd 

fldwers, 
Si^li ^a nice^ damed dp in their ]^erchie& place« 

jBd?. ftr^Jte lels Vnd move ttiee quicker. Get 
thee hence. 
See there thyjrm^refs comes : hafte t6 thy^ '^alkr 

pExiT Page. 

Ter. Here you will 'find a moJre r^fireffiSng-air ; 
" iTie weiterh' fun beats 'fi^^ 

Avr. ^ Weftern fun !, 

Is time fo far advanced r I left my couch 
Scarcely an iioui: -ago. 

Ter. ' You are deceiTed. 

Three hours liave ""paft, ' but ' paft ' hy ';^ '^hk» 
Heeded} . .. 



n«j; 
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Who have the while in filent ftiUnefs.firf:, 
Like oae fodorn, thatha§ no negd of ti^e* 

Aur. In truth I now but little J\aye, tp do 
With time or any thing befi4e.9f At pa^e3 ; 
Hour follows hour ; day follows day ; ar\d,yQ^j 
If I fo long (hall laft, will follow ye^f , : 
like drops that thrp' the cAyern'd hermit's roof 
Some cold fpring filters ; gljincingon hi^eye 
At meafured intervals, but mpy^i^ not 
His fix'd unvaried nqtjce. 

Ed. Nay, deareft Lady, be not fp depreis;4* 
Xon have not alk*d me for my fong to day — ^ 
Tlie fong you praisM fo much. Shall I not 

fingit? 
I do but wait your bidding. 
Atir. I thank thy kindnefs; fing it if thou wilt. 
(^Sits down on a hwjeatj her headfupported 
between both her hands^ with her elbow? 
r^ng on her knees,) 

SONG. 
W^EIt(JSi difimt billows me^t thejkjh 
A pale dull light thejeonienjp^j 

Asjpent theyjland and tempe^ft^tqftj 
T^icir v^ljineck^ their rudder Iqfi;. 
While diflant homes where hinfinen weep^ 
Anji grams fuU^niany a fathom deep^ 
By turns their JitftU^ gloomy thoughts pou/ttray: 
" ^Tisjbme delujUon qfthejigfit^ 
' Some nor tkefn^eamer^s pah/ Ught.^^ . 
** Fools /'* Jaith rous'd Hope with geffrousjbom^ 
** // ts the bUJfedpeep ofmom^ 
And aid andfafety come when comes the dcn/.*[ 

X 3 
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Andjbitts; fhe gradual Jliine 

Spreads o^er hewverCs verge its lengthened Une : 

Chttd after cloud begins to glow 

And tint the changeful deep below ; 
' Nowfombre red^ now amber bright^ 
^ Till upward breaks the blazing li^ht ; 

Like floating fire the gleamy billows burn : 

Far diflant on the ruddy tide^ 

A blackening fail isfeen to glide ; 

Loud bur/Is their eager Joyful cry^ 

Their hoiftedfignal waves on high^ 

And life andjtrength and happy thoughts return^ 

Ter, Is not her voice improved in power and 

fweetnefs? . 

Ed. It is a cheering fong. 

Aur. It cheers thofe who are cheer'cL 

(4fter apaufe.) 

Twelve years are paft ; 

Their daughters matrons grown, their infants 
youths. 

And they themfelves with aged furrows markM ; 
But none of all. their kin are yet returned. 
No, nor fliall ever. 

Ter. Still run thy thoughts upon thofe haplefi 
women 
Of that fmall hamlet, whofe adventurous peaiants 
To Fdiefline with noble ^Baldwin went. 
And ne'er were heard of more ? 
Aur. They perifh'd there ; and of their dit 
malfate 
No trace remained — none of them all retumM. 

8* ' 
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Did'fl thou not lay fo? — Hulbands^ lovers, 

friends, — 
Not one returned again. 
Ter. So I believe. ■ 

Aur. Thou but believeft then ? 

Ter. As I was told 

Ed. Thou haft the ftory wrong. 

Four years gone by, one did return again ; 
But marr'd and maimM and changed, -— a woe- 
ful man. 
Aur. And what tho* every limb were hacked 
and maimed. 
And roughened o'er with fears ? — he did return. 

(JRifing Ughttyfrom herjeat^ 
I would a pilgrimage to Iceland go. 
To the Antipodes pr burning zone 
To fee that man, who did return again. 
And her, who did receive him. -^ Did receive 

him ! 
O what a moving thought lurks here ! «— How 

was*t ? 
Tell it me all : and oh, another time, 
Give me your tale ungarbled. — • 

Enter Viola. 

Ha ! Viola ! 'tis my firft fight of thee 

Since our long vigiL Thou haft had, I hope, 

A found and kindly fleep. — — 

Viol. Kindly enough, but fomewhat cro&'d 
with dreams. 

T 4 



2^y TBtfe itexcoi^ : 

AiA^:- HM ctb^dT What ^as thy dfbam? 6 
tell it in£ ! 
I have an ear that Graves' for evi^ry thincf 
That h^th the.MaUerffgn:or omen in it. 

VioL ' Nay, rather ftrange; 

Rethought 
A chriil^hinj^ feaft within your bower wau held ;" 
Biit' when Ihe infkiit to the' font \tras brought. 
It proved a fiil^-grown man, in armoto clad. 
Aur. A full-grown man! (confideringjbr a 
mcmentj and th^n, hold^g up her harids) 
. . O lileffing on thy dream \ 

Frbm-d^atti to liffe reftorM is joyful birth. 
It is, it is ! Come to ijiy he^rt, fweet Mard ! 

(JEwirflrfT^ Violk.) 
A bleffing di tliyfelf attd^ on' thy lleep ! 
1 feera kindling life wfthiii' me flSt, 
That doth affure me it has ftiadoVd fbttii 
joy that foori ffiall be. 

Ter. So may it prove ! 

But truft riot fuch vain, fdhcies, noi* apj^tear 
Too much elated ; for utt&a^^py UMck 
Swears that your Beacon, after this night's 

watch. 
Shall burn- no r^ore. 
Aur* He does! Then wiU 

we have 
A noble fife. This ni^t out lofty bl^ze 
Shall thro* the darknefs ihoQt full .pdany a league 
Its ftreamy rays, like to a bearded ftar 

9 
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Preceding changeful -^ aye, and better timeB^ 
It may in very truth. — O if his barfc 
(For many a bark within its widen'd reach 
The dark feas traverfe) fliould its light dofcry ! 
Should this be fo — it may ; perhaps it will. 

that it mi^t ! — We'll have a roufing blaze ! 
Give me your hands. (Taking Viola o^ Terentia 

gaily by the hands^) 

So lightly bounds my heart, 

1 could like midnight goblins round the flame • 
Unruly orgies hold. ■ ■ . Ha ! think ye not. 
When to the font our mail-clad infant comes, 
Ulti<ik will a right gracioua goffip prove I 
Nay, nay j Terentia, look not fo demure, 

I needft ittuft laugh. i ^ 

Tei^i Indeed you let your fancy wildly, run j 
And difappointment will the fharper be. 

Aur. Talk not of difappointment : be a0ur*d 
Some late intelligence doth Ulrick prompt 
To thefe ftern orders. On our fea there fails. 
Or foon will fkil, fome veflel which right gladly 
He would permit to founder on the coait. 
Or mifs its courfe. But no j it will not be : 
In ^ite of all his hatred, to the fliore. 
Thro' feas as dark as fubterraneous night 
It will arrive in lafety. 

Ter. Nay, fweet Aurora, feed not thus thy 
wifhes 
With wild unlikely thoughts j for Ulrick fure^f 
No fuch intelligence hath had,, and thou 
But mak'ft thy after-fbrrow more acute 
When thefe vain fancies fail. 
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Aur* And let them fail! Tho' duller thoughts 
fucceed. 
The blifs e'en of a moment, ftill is Wife. 

Viol. (toTer.) Thou would'ft not of her dew- 
drops fpoil the thorn 
Becaufe her glory will not laft till noon; 
Nor ftill the lightfome gambols of the colt, 
Whofe neck to-morrow's yoke will gall. Pye 

on't ! 
If this be wife, 'tis crueL — — 
Aur. Thanks, gentle Viola! Thou art ever 
kind. 
We'll think to-morrow ftill hath good in ftoret 
And make of this a bleffing for to-day, 
Tho' good Terentia there may chide us for iL 
Ter. And thus, a profitable life you'll lead. 
Which hath no prefent time, but is( made up 
Entirely of to-morrows. 

Aur. Well, taunt me as thou wilt, I'll worihip 
ftill 
The blefled morrow, ftore-houfe of all good 
For wretched folks. They who lament to-day. 
May then rejoice : They who in mifery bend 
E'en to the earth, be then in honour robed. 
O ! who fliall reckon what its brighten'd hours 
May of returning joy contain ? To-morrow! 
The bleft to-morrow! Cheering, kind to-morrow! 
I were a heathen not to worihip thee. 
(To Ter.) Frown not again ; we muft not 
wrangle now. 
Ter. Thou doft fuch*vain and foolifti fancies 
cherifli ; 
Thou forceft me to feem unkind and ftem. 
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Aur. Ah ! be not ftem. Edda will fing the 
fong 
That makes feet beat and'heads no^ to its tune} 
And even grave Terentia will be moved 
To think of pleafant things, 

SONG. 

WISITD'FOR gales the light vane veerings 

Better dreams the dull night cheerins ; 

Lighter heart the morning greeting y 

Things of better omen meeting ; 

Eyes each pqjffing Jhanger watching^ 

Ears eachjeeble rumour catching^ 

Say he eonjielhJHll on earthly ground^ 

The ahfent mil return^ the long^ long loft be found* 

In &e tower the ward-bell ringings 

In ^ court the carols fnging ; 

Bufy hands the gay board dreffing^ 

Eager feps the threjhold preffing^ 

Opened arms in hqfteadva/ncing^ 

Joyful looks thro* blind tears glancing ; 

The gladfome bounding of his aged hound, 

Say he in truth is here, our long^ long Iq/i isjbund^ 

Hymned thanks and beed/men prayings 
With ^/heaih^df word the urchin playing ; 
Blazoned hall with torches burnings 
Oiepful morn in peace returning ; 
Conver/e fweet that Jirangely borrows 
Frefent blifs from former forrowSy 
who can tell each .ble0kdjight and founds 
That fays y he with us bides ^ our longy long lojii^ 
Jbumd. 
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Jit4^4 (who at jirjiifiods her he(id Ughth/ to 

the meafure^ now burjls into tearSf taking 

Edda's hmd between hers WitJfreffing 
them gratqfully.') 

I thank thee ; this Ihall be our daily fong* 

It cheers my heart, altho* thefe foolifh tears 

Seem to difgrace its fweetotefs. 

JSnfcrPage. 

Viol, (to Aur.) Here comes yoipr Bage with 
lightly bounding fteps 
As if he brought good tidings. 
Ed. Grant he may ! 

Aur. (ea^er/^) What brings thee Mther^Bpy! 
Fage. (Jto A\n:.y A noble ftrapgei^ of the Le- 
gate's train, 
Come from the holy land, doth wait withoats 
Near to the garden gate, where I have left &iin^ 
He begs to be admitted to your prefence ; 
Pleading for fuch indulgence as the fiiend/ 
Of Ermingard ; for fo he bade me fay. 
Aur, The friend of Ermingard ! The holy 
land! 
{Paujing for a momenty and then tojfmg 
up her arms in ecjiqfy.^ 
OGod! Itishimfelf! 

(Runs eagerly fome Jleps towards the garden^ 
then catching hold o/'Terentia, whoJbHows 
her) 
'My head is dizzy grown ; I cannot go* 
Hafte^ lead him hither. Boy. - 

( tVofving her hand impatiently) 
Fly ^ hear'ft thou not ? [Exit Page« 
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^[T?r. Be ttdt fo gfeatly mov'd. It is not 
: "J liktely 

This flioiild • be^ Ermiiigard* The boy has ieen 

him, 

'And would have known faim« *Tis belike ibme 
friend. ^ ! r , 

Aur. No ; eV^ ttmlling ^breof my frame • 
Cries out ^< It is himfelf.'' {Looking ouL^ 

He comes not yet; ^ how ftrsuQge! how dull! how 
tardyX 
Ter. Your Page hath &arce bad time to reach 
the gate, 
Tho* ' he hath xun 'right quickly. 

Aur. (jpaujing and looking* out) 
^e cxm'es not yet* Ah ! if it be not he, 
'My finking heart niiigives me. 
O now he comes ! the fize and air are his* 
^'2>r.' Not to my fancy: there is no re&m* 
blance. 
Aur. Nay but there is. And Tee) he wears 
* his cloak 
As he was ii^'ont td do ; and o^er his cap 
The ihading phime fo hangs. —^ It is 1 it is ! 
(Enter Garcio, and Jhe^ breaking, from 
'Tei^entia, rww towards him.) 
My lofty toy found, tny bleft ! conceal thee not. 
(Going to catch him in her arms^when 
' G^dotai^s off Ms plumed cap and bows 
profoundly : Jhe utters a faint cry^ and 
'Jhrifiks back.) 
O^. LiEidy, I (be this dofi^d cap bath diico- 
T ver*d . 
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A face lefs wdcome than the one you I(>ok'd^# 
Pardon a ftranger^s prefence ; IVe prefumed 
Thiis to intrude^ as friend of EtmtngairKlf 
Who bade me "li ** « •> 
Aur. Bade thee! is he then at hindl 

Gar. Ah, would he were ! 
'lN;t^as'itf a hoilile and a diftant land. 
He did commit to me thefe precious tokens, 
Defirin'g me to give them to Aurora, 
And with them too, his fad and laft fareweL 
Auf. And he is dead I 

Gar. Nay, wring not thus your hands : 

He was alive and well when be entnifted me 
With what I now return. 

{Offering her a JmaU cafl^t^ 
Aur. Alive and wdl, and fends me bade my 

tokens! 
Gar. He lent them back to thee as Ulrick's 
wife ; 
For fuch, forced by intelligence from hence 
Of ftrong authority, he did believe thee : 
And in that fatal fight, which fhortly fc^ow'd^ 
He fought for death as (hrewdly as for fame. 
Fame he indeed hath earn'd. 

Aur. But not the other ? 

Ah do not fay he has ! Amongft the flain 
His body was not found. 
Gar. As we have learnt the Kjiights of bl^ 
<^ St. John 
Did from the field of dying and of wounded 
Many convey, who in their houle of .charity 
All caie and folace had ; but with th^ names. 
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Recorded as within their walls received. 
His is not found; therefore we muft account him 
With thofkj who, ihrouded in an unknown fate. 
Are as the dead lamented, as the dead. 
For ever from our worldly care difmiflfd. 

Aur. Lamented he fhall be ; but from my care 
Difmiff 'd as are the dead — that is impoflible. 
Ter. Nay, liften to advice fo wife and needful; 
It is the friend of Ermingard who fays. 
Let him within thy mind be as the dead* 

Aur. My heart repels the thought: it cannot be* 
No J till his corfe bereft of life is found j 
Till this is fworn, and prov'd, and witnelTd to 

me. 
Within my bread he fhall be living ftill. 

Ter. Wilt thou yet vainly watch iiight after 
night 
To guide his bark who never will return ? 
Aur. Who never will return ! And thinkeft 
thou 
To bear me down with fuch prefumptuous words? 
Heaven makes me ftrong againft thee. 
There is a Power above, that calms the florm ; 
Hellrains the mighty ; gives the dead to life :— 
I will in humble feith my watch ftill keep ; 
Force only fliall reftrain me. 

Gur. Force never fhall, thou noble, ardent 
SpirU! 
Thy gen'rous confidence would almoft tempt me 
To think it will be juftified. 
Aur. Ha ! fay'ft tihou fo ? A bleffing reft upon 
thee 



For thefe mod cfaeemng words ! Some gutcduii 

power 
tWbi%ers withifllhee^---— *iNo J me^ll not defpair* 

Enter Ulrick. 

. T/7. (to G^ari.) .Your difinal miffion is^ I truft> 
fulfill'd; 
^Then, gentle Garcio, deem it not unkind 
That I. entreat you to retire ; for .they 
Who forrow for the dead love to beieft 
*To grieve without conftraint. 

Aur. Thanks for your kind concern, moft 
noble Sir : 
And, wheu we. needs mufl forrow for the dead^ 
We'll ^freely grieve without conftraint. Bit 

know 
Untnour corfe-is found, we rmg no toeU. 
If then your ear for funeral dirges long. 
Go to fome other bower ; hope ftill is here, 
r Ul. Ha ! ftill perverfely bent ! what can con5 
vincethee? 
This is diftra6lion. 

Aur. Be it what it may. 

It owns not thy authority. Brave Youth, (to Gar.) 
I owe thy gentlenefs fome kind acknowledgment. 
I'll find another time to give thee thanks. 

[J^iXiTj Jbllowed bt/, YioL xihd'Ed^ 
Ul. Such hope is madnefs ; yield we to her 
humour ? 

» 

No ; flie muft be to fober rea&n biought 
jiy fteady, firm controul. 
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Gar. Mean you by this, my Lord, a forc'd 

controul ? 
J77. Who fliall enquire my meaning ? 
Gar. The holy Legate, patron of th* oppreflfd. 
Will venture to enquire. 

Ul. Aye, as his nephew, thou prefumeft^ I 

fee. 

But know, bold Youth, I am unufed to threats. 

Gar. Yet brook them as you may. I take 

my leave. j^ExiT. 

Manent Ul^ick and Terentia# 
UL Did I not fay thefe curfed meddling 
priefts — 
Thefe men of meeknefs, wherefoe'er they come. 
Would rule and power yfurp ? Woe worth the 

hour 
That brought them here ! — And for this head* 
flrong maniac 

As fuch, I will 

Ter, Hufh, hufli ! thefe precinfils 

quit. 
It is not well, here to expofe to view 
Thy weak ungovern'd paffions. Thou'rt ob- 
served; 
Retire with me, where flcreen'd from every eye. 
With more poifeffion of thy ruiSled mind. 
Thou may' ft confider of thy wayward ft ate. 

.QEXEUNT# 
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ACT U. 

^CENE. I. — AJlat Spot of Ground on tJie top 
qf a Cliffy with broken crajggy Rocks on each 
Side J and a large mqfs qf Rock in the middle^ 
on which a great Fire of fPoodis burning; u 
iark Sea in the back Ground: the Scene to 
receive no Light but from the Fire. Two Fi/her- 
men are di/covered watching the, Fire^ and 
Jupplying it with Wood^ 

SONG. 

Firft Fi/herman* 
** TJIGH is the tower 9 and the watch-dogs hay^ 
And the flitting owlets fhriek ; 
I fee thee wave thy mantle grey^ 
But I cannot hear thee Jpeak. 

f^ Oy are they from tiie eqfl or wejl 
The tidings he bears to me ? 
Or from the land that I love be/i^ 
From the knight of the north countree ?^* 

Swift down the winding fair Jhe rufKdy 
Like a guft of thefummer wind ; 

Herfeps were lights her breath was hti/h^d^ 
Andfhe dared not look behind. 

She pqjfi byfealth the narrow door^ 

The pqftem way alfo^ 
And thought each hufh her robe tJiat torCj 

The grq/p of a warding foe. 
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And Jhe has climbed the moatjbjieep^ 

With chilly dread and fear y 
While tV eoevmtg fiy hurnnCd dull anfiddeef^ 

Like a wardman whf/p*ring near* 

** Now^ xvhd art thou^ thdu Palmer talt^ 
Who beckon^ Jo to me? 
Art thou from that dear and di/iant hallf 
Art thou from the north countree V\ 

He raised his hood with wan/ wile. 

That covered his raven hairy 
And a manlier faee and ajweeterjmle 

Ne*er greeted lady fair. 



u 



My coal-black feed feeds in the hrakty 

OfgeifCrous blood and Itue ; 
He^UJbon the nedref frontier make. 

Let they who UjipwrfJte^ 

** Thf pale chepkjhows an altered mindy 
Thine eye the blinding tear ; 
Come not with me if aught behind 
Is to thy heart more dear. 

" Thy fire and dame are in that hall, 
Thyfriendy thy mother's fan ; 
Come not with mCy if one o*them all 
E'er loved thee as I have done.^^ 

The lady mounted the coaUbiaekfieed^ 

Behind her knight I weeny 
And they havepqfs^d ihro' brake andmeadg 

Andplainy and woodland green^ 

V a 



--*' 
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But kairk^ behind ! the "wardens Jhout^ 

And the hqfiy larwns ting / 
And the mingled Jbund of a guttering rout 

The p(0ng ah', do^ bring. 

^^ O noble Jleed ! now 'quit tkee n^eUy 
And prove thyg^n^rous kind I 
Th^tfeuffulf&imddoih latider JweU^ 
It is not far behind. 

•* ThefronUer^s near •*--':aJjpan tJieplam^ 
Prefs on and do not fail ! 
Ah ! on ourjleps feU ^horfemen gain^ 
I hear their ringing irudlJ'* 

nd Fijfk. Tuih, ttian! give o'er; thy ballads 

haveno'ettd, 
When thou art in the mood. I hear below 
A found of many voices on the ihore : 
Some boat, belike, forced by the drifting current 
Upon the rocks, may be in jeopardy. 

ijl FiJIu 'Tis all a* mock to cut my ditty ihort. 
Thou haft no mind to hear how it befel , 
That thofe two lovers were by kinfman ftern 
O'erta'en ; and how the knight, by armed foes 
Befet, a bloody combat bravely held. 
And was the while robb*d of his lady fair. 
And how in Paynim land they met again. 
How, as a Page difguifed, fhe fought her knight. 
Left on the field as lifelefs. How Ihe cheer'd 

him; 
And how they married were, and home ia 

ftate I 
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i2«/. Fi/Iu Ha* done, ha* done ! a hundred 
times Tve hesivd it» 
My Grandam luU'd me with it on her lap 
Futl many a night ; and as my father fat, - 
Mending his neta upon the beach, he fung it. 
I would I knew my prayers as^ weU.-^But hark ! 
I hear a noife again. — — • 

(Goes to tlie bottom of the ^ge^ as if he 
toere looking dormt to tJieJea.) 

Along the ftiore 
I fee lights moving (Viftly. 

iji Fi/h. Some fifhermen^^ who, later than the 
reft. 
Their crazy boat bring in ^ wWle, to the beach. 
With flaming brands, their wives 2Lnd children 
run. 

Rare fight, indeed, to take thy fancy fi> ! 

t. 

. (^Sings ^am.) 

Noji/fijiir in our heaving nety 

And thejky is dark^ and the night is wet f 

And we mufi phf the hifly oar^ 

F(yr the tide is ebUngJrom Ike Jh&re ; 

And fad are they whofe faggots burn^ 

So kindly Jlored for our return. 

Our boat is frnqU and the tenipejl rwe^y 
And nought is heard but the Idfhing wwe^ ■ 
And thefulkn roar of the angry feo.^ 
And the wild winds piping drearifjf ; 
Yetfea and tempeft r\fem vqini, ^ ' 

W^UM^Qurblkzingkoiarthiagal^ . 

u 3 ■' 



994 ^^^ beacon: 

. jPi^ bravebfj Mates/ Our guiding Jlar 
Nowjrom its to'werletjbreamethjar; 
And nam.akmg Ae maring Jfrand^ 
^€^9 f^tly ^^no^es t/onjlamir^ brand : 
Before ike midnight Witch is pqft^ 
We'll quc^Qur bawl and mack the bfq/ls 

Bq/i^ (mihout) 
Holla, good Mate { Thou who fq bravely fing'fl ! 
Come down, I pray thee. 

iJlFiJh. Who art thou whocalPft? 

arf Fi/h^ I know the voice j *tis Sign'or B»f- 
tiani. 

ifiJPiflL What! ]ie^ at il(cb W hpurj^ upoa 
<.v:... the cliff! 
(^Calling down) I cannot come. If, from my 

ftiltiofl h^e^ ' 
This fire untended, I were found ; good fobth { 
I had as lief the luckleis friar l^e, 
yniio fpilt the Abbot's wine. 

arf Fi/h* rU go to him. [Exit. 

iji Ftjh. (muttering to himfelf) 
Jiye J leaye my watch, indeed ! a rgxe entreaty J 

JEnter Bastiani« 

. - ■ » 

Bq/i^ Wilt thou not go ? A boat near to th§ 

fhore, 
In a mod perilous date, calls for affiflance : 
Who is like thee, good Stepheq, bold an4 

ftalful? 
Hafte to its aid, if there be pity in thee. 
Or any Chriftian grace. I will^ m^antime^ 
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Thy beacon watch ; and, Ihould the lady come, 
Excufe thy abfence. Hafte ; make no reply. 
iJiFiJfu iwill; God help us all ! [Exm 

Baft. Here is, indeed, a fplendid noble fire 
Left me in ward. It makes the darknefs round. 
To its fierce light opposed, feem thick and pal- 
pable. 
And closed o*er head, like to the pitchy cope 

Of fome yaft cavern. Near at hand, nm- 

thinkg. 
Soft female voices fpeak : I'll to my ilation. 

(Retires from the front of thejiage behind 
thefre.) 

Enter Aurora, Terentia and Viola. 

Viol. A roufing light ! Good Stephen hath 
full well 
Obey'd your earneft bidding. •— Fays and 

witches 
Might round its blaze fheir midnight revelry 
Right fitly keep. 

Ter. Aye ; thou lov*ft wilds and 

darknefs, 
And fire and ftorms^ and things unfboth and 

ftrange : 
This fuits thee well, Methinks, in gazing on it. 
Thy face a witch-like eagernefe afiumes. 

Viol. rU be a goblin then, and round it 
dance. 
Did not Aurora lay we thus fliould hold 
'Xhis nightly vigil. Yea, fuch were her woxds^ 

V4 
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Aur. They were light bubbles of fome m'ant* 
ling thought. 
That now is flat and Ipiritleft ; and yet. 
If thou art fo inclined, aik not my leave. 
Dance if thou wilt. 

Viol. Nay, not alone, fweet footh ! 

.Witches, themfelves, fome fiend-like partners 
find. 
"5Vr. And fo may*ft thou. Look yonder; 

near the flame 
A crefl^ed figure fl:and$. That is not Stephen. 
Aur. (eagerly) A crefl^ed figure I Where ? 
O call to it ! 

(Bafl:. comes forward.) 
• Ter. *Tis Bafl:iani. 

Aur. Aye j 'tis Baftiani : 

*Tis he, or any one ; 'tis ever thus j 
So is my fancy mock'd. 
Baft. If I ofiend you. Madam, 'tis unwil« 
lingly. 
Stephen has for a while gone to the beach 
To help fome fifliermen, who, as I guels, 
Againfl: the tide would force their boat to lani 
He'll foon return j meantime, I did entreat 

him 
To let me watch his Beacon. Pardon rae ; 
I had not elfe intruded ; tho* full oft 
I've clamber'd o'er thefe clifis, ev*n at thi* 

hour. 
To fee the ocean frorti its fabled breaft 

The flickering gleam of thefe bright flaiires 
return, 
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Awr. Mak6 no excufe, I pray thee. I am 
told 
By good Terentia thou doft wifli me well, 
Tho* Ulrick long has been thy friend. I kno# 
A wanderer on the feas in early youth 
Thou waft, and ftill can'ft feel for all ftorm* 

tofs^d 
On that rude element. 

Baji. 'Tis true, fair Lady : I have been, ei'e 
now. 
Where fuch a warning light, fent from the 

fhore. 
Had faved fome precious lives j which makes 

the talk, 
I now fulfil, more grateful. 

Aur, How many leagues from Chore may fuch 
a light 
Py the benighted mariner be feen ? 

BcLJl. Some fix or fo, he will defcry it faintly. 
Like a fmall ftar, or hermit's taper, peering 
From fome cav'd roqk that brows the dreary 

wafte J 
Or like the lamp of fome lone lazar-houfe. 
Which through the filent night the traveller Ipies 
. Ppon his doubtful way. 

VM. Re on fuch images ! 
Thou fliould'ft have liken'd it to things morei 

feemly. 
Thou might*ft have iaid the peafant's evening 

fire 
That from his upland cot,~ thro' winter's gloom^ 
What time his wife their evening meal prepares^ 

Ji 
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Blinks on the traveller's eye, and cheers, his 

heart j 
Or fignal-torch, that from my Lady's.bower 
Tells wand'ring knights the revels are begun ; 
Or blazing brand, that from the vintage-houfe 
O* long 06lober nights, thro* the ftfll air 

Looks roufingly. To haVe our gallant 

Beacon 
Ta'en for a lazar houfe ! 
Bajl. Well, Maiden ; as thou wilt t thygen^ 
tie Miflrefs 
Of all thefe things may chufe what likes her befl, 
To paint more clearly how her noble fire 
The diflant feamen cheers, who blefi the whfle 
The hand that kindled it. 

Aur. Shall I be blefsM ^ 

By wandering men returning to their homes ? 
By thofe from ihipwreck fav*d, agsAn to cbeer 
Tlieir wives, their friends, their kindred? BlefiM 

by th(5fe ! 
And fliall it not a blefling call from heaven ? 
It will ; my heart leaps at the very thought : 
The feaman's blefling refls upon upon my hisad 
To charm my wand'rer home, i ■ . u 

Heap on more wood : . 
Let it more brightly blaze. — Good Balliani, 
Hie to thy talk, and we'll alfift thee gladly. 
(As they begin to occupy themfehes ^witA the 
Jire^ the found of dijtant voices^ Jingmg in 
harmony J is heard under thcjiage as if 
qfcending the cliff.') 

^ur. What may it be | 
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Vioh The fongs of paradife, 

But that our favage rocks and gloomy night 
So ill agree with peaceful foothing blifs. 

2>r. No bleffed fpirits in thefe jevil days 
Hymn, thro' the ftilly darknefs, ftrains of 
grace. 

At^. Nay lift j it comes again. 

( Voices heard nearer J) 

Ter^ The mingled found coipei; nearer^ and 
betrays 
Voices of mortal men. 

Viol. In fuch fweet harmony I 

1 never heard the like. 

Aur. They muft be good and holy who caQ 
utter 
Such heavenly founds. 

J3a/?. IVe furely heard before 

This folemn chorus chaunted by the knights. 
The holy brothers of Jeruf^lem. 
Jt is a carrol fung by thera full oft. 
When faved from perU dire of flood or field. 

Awr* The Knights of bleft St. John from F^ 

leftine ! 
Alas ! why feel I thus ? knowing too well 

They cannot bring the tidings I would hear, 

{Chcyrus ri/es again "cery mar^ 

VioL Lift, lift ! they^ve gain'd the fummit of 
the cliff: 
They are at hand ; their voices are diftinft ; 
yea, ey'n the words they fing. 
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(jlfokmn Song or Hymn^fung in harmony^ 
heard without.^ 
J^en ^eferv* d from Jiorm and tide 
■And fire and battle raging wide ; 
Whatjhalljkbdue our Jleady faiih^ 
Or of our heads a hairfliallflcathe ? 
Men preferv^d^ in gladnefs weepings 
JPratfe Mntj who hath alway our fouls in holy 
keeping. 

And wherefo^er in earth orfea 
Ourfpot of reft at IqftJJiall be ; 
OurfivordSj in many a glorious feld^ 
Surviving heroes Jiillfhall wieldj 
While we ourfaitfful toils are reaping 
With himj who hath nlway our fouls in holy 
keeping. 

(^Enter &x Knightsr of St. John of Jerufalem 
in procejjionj with their followers behind 
them J who don't advance upon thejlage^ but 
remain partly conceaPd behind the rocks.) 

Aur. Speak to them, Baftiani ; thoii'rt a foldier ; 
Thy mind is more compofed. — I pray thee do, 

(Motioning Baft, to accoft them.) 
Baft. This lady, noble Warriors, greets you all j 
And offers you fuch hofpitality 
As this late hour and fcanty means ^ord. 
Wilt pleafe ye round this blazing fire to reft ? 
After fuch perilous tolling on the waves. 
You needs muft be forfpent. 

ijl Knight. We thajik you, Sir, and this mod 
noble dame. 
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Whofe Beacon hath from fliipwreck fav^d us« 

Driven 
By adverfe winds too near your rocky coall. 
Warned by its friendly light, we ftood to f^ji : 
But foon difcov'ring that our crazy bark j# 
Had fprung a dangerous leak, we took our boat 
And made for fliore. The ueareft point of land 
Beneath this cliff, with peril imminent. 
By help of fome good fifliermen we gained j 
And here, in God*s good mercy, fafe we are 
With grateful hearts. 

Aur. We praife that mercy alfo 

Which hath preferv'd you. 

iji Knight. Lady, take our thanks. 

And may the veffel of that friend beloved. 
For whom you watch, as we have now been told. 
Soon to your fliore its welcome freight convey. 

Aur. Thanks for the wifli ; and may its 
prayers be heard. 
Renowned men ye are ; holy and brave ; 
In every field of honour and of arms 
Some of your noble brotherhood are found : 
Perhaps the valiant knights I now behold. 
Did on that lucklefs day againft the Souldain 
With brave De Villeneuve for the crofs contend. 
If this be fo, you can, perhaps, inform me 
Of one who in the battle fought, whofe fate 
Is ft^ill unknown. 

ijl Knight. None of us all, fair Dame, fo ho- 
noured were 
As in that field to be, fave this young knight. " 
Sir Bertram, wherefore in thy mantle lapt. 
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Stand'ft thou fo far behind ? Speak to him. Lady r 

For in that battle he right nobly fought. 

And may,belike, wot ofthe friendyoumention^jS. 

Aur. (^ going up eagerly to theyouftg Knigkl) 

Did'fl thou there Hght i --^ then furely thou 
did'fl know 
'ihe noble Ermingard, who from this ifle 

With valiant Conrad went : 

What &te had he upon that difniltLday f 

Young kt. Whatever his fate in that fell fight 
might be, 
tie now is as the dead^ 

Ai^. Is as the dead ! ha ! then he is not dead: 
lie's living ilill. O tell me — tell me this ! 
iSay he is ilill alive ; and tho' he breathe 
In the foul peft-houfe ; tho* a wretched wand'rcr. 
Wounded andmaim'd; yea, tho^ his noble fwm 
With chains and ftripes and flav'ry be difgraced. 
Say he is living flill, and I will bleis thee* 
Thou know'ft — full well thou know'ft, but wilt 

not Ipeak. 
What means that heavy groan? For love of God, 
Speak to me ! 

{Tears the mantle from hisface, with which he 
had concealed it.) 
My Ermingard ! My blefled Ermingard ! 
Thy very living felf reflored again ! 
Why turn from me ? 

Er. Ah! cairft thou this reflored ? 

Aia^. Do I not grafp thy real living hand ? 
Dear, dear ! — fo dear ! moft dear ! — my loft, 
my found ! 
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Thou turned and weep'ft; art thou not fo to 
me? 

Er. Ah ! would I were ! alas, alas ! I'm loft : 
Severed from thee for ever. 

Aitr. How fo ? What mean fuch words ? 

JErm. (Jhaking his head^ and pointing to the 
crqfs on his mantle.^ 
Look on this emblem of a holy vow 
Which binds and weds me to a heavenly love : 
We are, my fweet Aurora, far divided j 
Our blifs is wreck'd for ever. 

Aur. No ; thou art dill alive, and that is blifi. 
Few moments fince, what would I not have 

iacrificed. 
To know that in the lapfe of many years 
I fliould again behold thee ? — I had been ■ 
How ftrongly art thou moved ! — Thou heed'ft^ 
me riot. 

Ter. (Jo Aur.) Were it not better he Ihould 
leave this fpot ? 
Let me conduft him to my quiet bower. 
Reft and retirement may compofe his mind. 

Aur. Aye, thou art right, Terentia. 
'Ter. (to the other Knights.) Noble Knights^ 
And thefe your followers ! gentle Baftiani 
Will to a place of better comfort lead you. 
Where ye Ihall find fome holpitable cheer. 
And couches for repofe. — Have we your leave 
That your companion be a little time 
Ta'en from your company ? 

ift Knight. You have, good Lady ; 

Moft readily we grant it*— Heaven be with you^ 
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And this your lovely charge ! * 

(To Baft.) Sir, to your guidance 
We yield ourfelves right gladly. 

[Exeunt Knights, &c. by a path hetvoem 
the rocks y and Aurora and £riningard,&c* 
• hy another path.) 

SCENE IL 

An Anturoom in tJie Hotife of Aurora : JEnier 
Garcio, beckoning the Page, who pre/enUy 
enters by the oppojite Jide. 

Gar. Come hither, little Friend, who did'il 
before 
Serve me lb willingly. Wilt thou -from me 
Bear to Sir Ermingard a friendly meflage } 
And fay his old companion 

Page. Nay, I dare not. 

The holy legate and the pope befides 
Might not difturb him now ; for dame Terentia 
Hath fo decreed. He is in her apartment. 
And yonder is the door. 

(Pointing off Ihejiage^) 

Gar. From which ev'n now 

I faw thee turn ? 

Page. I liften'd not for harm. 

Gar. Do I accufe thee. Boy ? Is he alone ? 
Or is thy Lady with him ? 

Page. That I know not. 

Do folks groan heaviefl when they are alone f 

Gar. Full oft' they do; for then vrithout 
reftraint 
They utter what they feel. 
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Page* Then, by my beard, I think he be alone ! 
For as I flipped on tiptoe to the door, 
I heard him groan fo deeply ! 

Gar. Thou heard'ft him groan ? 

Page, Aye; deeply. 

I thought when he returnM,wefliould be merry i 
So ftarting up at the good tidings, quickly 
All darkling as I was, I don^d my cloaths : 
But, by my beard ! I'd go to bed again^ 
Did I not long moll curioufly to know 
What will betide. 

Gar. Speak foftly. Boy ; thou, and thy beard 
to boot. 
Will badly fare if Ulrick fliould overhear thee. 
I know his angry voice : he is at hand. 

Page. Where fliall I go ? — He will not tarry 
here : 
He will but pafe to the adjoining hall. 
In this dark nook 1*11 hide me from his fight 
Left he ihould chide me. 

(^Retires behind tlie pillar.') 

Gar. Is there room for me ? 

He*ll greet me too with little courtely 
If I remain to front him. 

(^Rettres behind tlie pillar aJfo.) 

{Enter Ulrick and BAsriAm^ Jpeaking as the?/ 

enter.) 

Ul. And ftill thou fay'ft forbear ! 
Baji. Pafs on, my Lord. 

UL No^ by the holy rood ! I'll keep in fight. 
VOL. ni. X 
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Orthat accurfed door which gave him entratltfe^ 
An hour's fand well hath ran, which uridiflurb^ 
They have in converfe or endearments Ipent, 
And yet I mull forbear J 

Bajt. They have not told the truth who fold 
you lb ; 
It is not yet fo long* 

Ut. Itislitis! 

I have within thefe walls, who for my fervice ' 
More faithfiilly have watched than Baltiani — . 
Aye, or Terentia either. 

Baji. Wrong us not. 

Since Ermingard returns by holy vows 
Sd bound, that as a rival to your love> 
You may, with honeft thoughts of her you love. 
No inore confider him 'y all jealoufy 
Within your noble breaft ftiould be extin6):. 
Then think iot to diflurb thefe few-lhort mo- 
ments 
Of unavailing forrow ; that were cruel. 

Ul. Thou pitieft others well ; I am tormented. 
And lio one pities me. — That curfed Beacon ! 
I faid in vain this night fliould be the laft : 
It was a night too much : the fea had now 
RolPd o^er his lifelefs corfe ; I been at peace. 

Baft. For mercy, good my Lord I curb fueb 
fell thoughts : 
Tliey bear no kindied to your better nature. 

UU My better nature I Mock me not with 
words J 
Who loves like me, no nature hath but one. 
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And that fo keen — — Would the engUlphing 

waves A 

Had fifty fathom deep entombed him 1^ 

Baft. Speak not fo loud 2 pafs on j we ate 

withih 
The obfervation of a prying houihould; 

Pafs on, and prefently 1*11 bring you notice 

Of what you would. I pray you Hop not here ! 

(ExEUNi? Ul» arid Baft, "while Gan and 

Page trnnefrom their conceahneht.) 
Page. He would have chid me flirewdly^ 
Gar. tie is indeed an Angry ruthlefe man, 
And Baftiani no flight taflt will have 
To keep his wrath frdm mifchief. To the legate 
I- 11 hie me ftraight, and aflc his better counfel t 
So fare thee well, fweet Child. 
Page. Nay^ take me with you ^ l*m afraid to 

ftay^ 

1 can my prayers attd all Ave*Maria £ay. 
The legate will not chide me* 
Gar. Nay, ftay behind j thou art fecurc, poor 
Elph! 
I'll foon return again» 

[ExEmrr. 

SCENE in. 

The Apartment qf Terentia : EiimiKgahd tind 
Aurora are difcovered with Terentia, who is 
withdrawn to a diftance Jrom them^ Ermin- 
CARD isjeated with his Body thrown hackj and 
his Face eovered Wth both his Hands^ whik 

y a 
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Aurora Jiands by him in the Attitude of ond 
*who is entreating orjbothing him. 

Erm. Ol ceafe ! Thy words, tliy voice, thy 
. hand on mines, ... 
That touch fo dearly felt, do but enhance 
An agony too great. ■ »' ■ • Untoward fate ! 
Thus to have loft thee ! 

Aur. Say not, thou haft loft me* 

Heaven will fubdue our minds, and we fliall ftill. 
With what is fpar'd as from our wreck of blifs^ 
Be happy* 

Erm. Moft unbleft, untoward fate ! 
After that haplefs battle, where in vain 
I courted death, I kept my name concealed. 
Ev*n brave De Villeneune, mailer of our Order, 
When he received my Vows, did pledge bis faith 
Not to declare it. Thus I kept myfelf 
From all communication with thefe fhores^ 
Perverfely forwarding my rival's will. 
O blind and credulous fool ! 

Aur. Nay, do not thus upbraid thyfelf: 
Heaven will'd it. 
Be not fo keenly moved : there ftill is left 
What to the foul is dear — We^ll ftill be happy. 

Erm. Tlie chafteu'd pilgrim o'er his lady's 
grave 
S\Yeet tears may (Tied, and may without reproach 
Thoughts of his paft love blend with thoughts of 

heaven. 
He whom the treachVy of fome faithlefs. maid 
Hath robb'd of blifs> may, in the fturdy pride- 
Of*a wrong'd man, tlie galling ill endure^ 



A SERIOtJS MUSICAL DRAMA. 309 

But fever'd thus from thee, fo true, fo noble, 
By vows that all the fouPs devotion claim, 
It makes me feel — may God forgive the crime! 
A very hatred of all faintly things. 
Fool — raih and credulous fool ! to lofe thee 
thus ! 
Aur. Nay, fay liot fo : thou ftill art mine* 
Short while 
I would have given my whole of life befides 
To*ve feen but once again thy paffing form — 
Thy face — thine eyes turned on me for a mo- 
ment ;. 
Or only to have heard thro' the ftillair 

Thy voice diftin6Hy call me, or the found 
Of thy known fteps upon my lonely floor : 
And fhall I then, holding thy living hand 
In love and honour, fay, thou art not mine ? 
Erm. (^Jhaking Jits head) This ftate — this 

facred badge ! 
Aur. O no ! that holy crofs upon thy breaft 
Throws fuch a charm of valorous fanftity 
O'er thy lovM form : my thoughts do forward 

glance 
To deeds of fiicb high fame by thee achieved ^ 
That ev'n methinks the blifs of wedded love 
Lefs dear, lefs noble is than fuch ftrong bonds 
As may, without reproach, unite us ftill. 

Erm, O creature of a generous conftancy ! 
Thou but the more diftradleft me! — Fool, fool! 
(^Starting from his Jeat^ and pacing to an4 
fro difTad:edly) 
M^^'fl, )»ilbelieving fool ! — I thought her i^^^ 
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Credulous alone of evil : — I have loft, 
Aiid have deferv*d to Ipfe her. 

j4ur. Oh ! be not thus I Have I no power to 
fboth thee ? 
See, good 'J'erentia Weeps, and fain would try 
To fpeak thee comfort. 

Ter, (coming forward^ Ayej bethink thee 
well, 
Moft noble Ermingard, heaven grants thee ftill 
All that isi tryly precious of her love, -^ 
Her true tod dear regard. 

JErm. Then hejiyen forgive my blapk ingrati* 
tude. 
For I am moft unth?i|ikful ! 

Ter^ Nay confider. 

Her heart is thine \ you are in mind united. 

Erm. United! In the fartheft nook o^UVearth 
I may in lonely foljtude rpfle6t, 
That in fome Ipot rr- fpme happier land flie lives 
And thinks of me, Js this to be united ? 

Aur, I cannot, in a Page's furtout clad. 
Thy fteps attend ^s other njaids have done 
To other Knights. 

Errrif No, by the holy rood ! 

Thou can-ft not, and thou fhould'ft not, Ra» 

ther would I, 
Dear as thou art, weep o'er the^ in thy grave 
Than fee thee fo degraded. 

Aur. Hear me out. 

J cannot fo attend thee — noon and eve 
Thy near companion be ; but I have heard 
That, near the facred houfes of your Ordefi 



A SERIOUS MUSICAL DRAMA. ^M 

Convents of maids devout in Holy Land 
Eftablilh'd are — maids who in deeds of chwty 
, To pilgrims and to all in warfare maim*d, 
In facred warfare for the holy crofs, 
Are deem'd the humble partners of your zeaL 
jBnw. Aye, fuch there are, but what availetb 

this ? 
Aur. There will I dwell, a vow*d and humbl# 
filler. 
We fliall not far be fever'd. The fame winds 
That do o' nights thro' your Hill cloiflers figh, , 
Our quiet cells vifiting with mournful harmony. 
Shall lull my pillow too. Our iyindow'4 

towers 
Shall fometimes fliew nje on the neighbouring 

plains, 
Amidfl thy brave companions, thy mail'd forn* 
Crefted ^ith glory, on thy pawing fteed 
Returning frotQ the wars. And when at laft .. 
Thou art in fid^nefs laid — who will forbid 
The de.^r fad pleafure -^ like a lioly bride 
1*11 by thy-death bed (land, and look to heaven 
Where all bleff'd union is. O ! at the thoyglit, 
Methinks this fpan of life to nothing flifinks. 
And we are blefT'd already. Thou art filent : 
Doft thou delpife my words ? 
Erm* O no ! fpeak tp me thus : fay what thou 
wilt ; 
J am fubdued. And yet thefe burfting tears ! 
^y heart is rent in twain : I fear — I fear 
J am rebellious Hill. 

(^Kneeling ^ and taking both Jier hands fe- 

X 4 
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t'ween hiSj and kiffing them 'with gredt 
devotion.) 
School me or chide me now : do what thou wilt: 
J am refign'd and humble. 

Ter^ (advancing to them with alarm) 
Hear ye that noife without ? -— They force the 

door 
And angry Ulrick comes. 

Urm. (Jiarting from his knees Juriott/ly) 
Thank heaven this hated rival front to front 
Shall now oppofe me ! God avenge the right ! 

(Enter Ulrick, burfting irdo the room^ Jblr 
lowed by Baftiani.) 

Ul. (to Erm.) Vow'd holy Knight ; from all 

vain earthly love 

Pure and dividiedj in a lady^s chamber 
Do we furprife thee ? Quit it inftantly : 

It is a place for thee unfit : and know, 

In facred wardfhip will I keep that maid. 

Erm. In facred wardfhip! O unbkifliing facej 

What of thy bafenefs, treachery and falfehood 

I could declare, my choaking voice forbids. 

Which utterance hath not. — Here's a ready 

tongue -r- 

{drcming Ms fworcT) 

I>efend thee then, and heaven defend the right! 

(They both draw and Jight fmioii/ly ^ Baf- 

tiani erideavouring in vain to interpq/e ; 

when the Legate and his train with Garcio 

and the Knights of St. John, enter and 

Jeparate them.) 

Leg. Put up your weapons? to thp holy church 
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This caufe belongs, and to her high award 
I charge you both that you in all humility 
Submit. Lord Ulrick, to the Pope perforce 
You mull account of this your wardfliip give. 
Or by yourfelf in perfon, or your deputy, 
To Rome forthwith dilpatch'd. 

(Ul. bows fullenlyT^ 
As for the lady, to my guardian care. 
Till we before the holy Father come, 
She muft commit herfelf. And thou. Sir Erm» 

ingard 
Shalt to the fovereign Pontiff and the patron 
Of thy mod valiant order, fully Ihew 
Wherein thou'ft been g,ggriev'd. If the bleff*4 

crofs 
Thou haft afTum'd, fuppofing other vows 
That did before engage thee, were annuU'd^ 
By falfe reports deceived ; the holy Urban, 
Our wife enlightened father, will, I truft, 
A dilpenfation grant, that IhalJ empower thee - 
To do*fF with honour this thy facred mantle. 
And in its ftead a bridegroom's robe affume. 
(Ermingard and Aurora both embrace tJie 

Legate's knees^ "who rai/es them upgenth/J) 
It is enough ; forbear, forbear, my Children ; 
I am too richly thank'd. 
And now we muft with fober minds confer ; 
For when the wind is fair, we fail for Rome. . 
>Some days, perhaps, it may adverfely blow — p 
Perhaps fome weeks j for I have known it oft 
jHoJd veffels bound. ^ 



314 THE BEACON. 

AvT. {tqffing up her arms joyfully as Jht 
Jjpeaks.^ 
JJo) it will change torinorrow, 

JErm. Dear ardent Soul ! capi'ft thou coiftmand 
th^ winds ? 

(Aur. Jlirinlcs back q/Iiarr^ed.^ 
JLeg* Blufli not, fweet Maid ; nor check thy 
ardent thoughts j 
Tliat gen'rous buoyant fpirit is a power 
Which in the virtuous inipd doth sjl thing* 

conquer. 
It bears the hero on to arduous deeds : 
It lifts the faint to heaven. 

(Curta'm drops J) 
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